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Nine  Short  Paragraphs  About  Don 
McKellar 

Stephen  Hutchison  expresses  his  admira- 
tion for  Innis'  screenwriter-in-residence 


The  date  was  April  1 6, 1 980.  The  principal  of 
Toronto's  Lawrence  Park  Collegiate  arrived  at 
school  and,  before  the  day  could  begin,  was 
greeted  by  a  somewhat  eccentric  16-year-old 
high  school  student  named  Don  McKellar. 
McKellar  and  his  friends  had  formed  an  unof* 
ficial  group  that  they  called  the  Existentialist 
Club,  dedicated  to  the  discussion  of  the  great 
works  of  philosophy.  The  young  McKellar  in- 
formed his  principal  that  the  great  French  phi- 
losopher Jean-Paul  Sartre  had  just  died  the  pre- 
\'ious  day,  and,  no  doubt  with  the  aid  of  his 
irresistible  charm,  convinced  the  principal  to 
allow  him  to  make  a  statement  over  the  PA 
system.  McKellar  spoke  briefly  to  his  peers, 
informing  them  of  Sartre's  passing,  and  ask- 
ing them  to  join  him  in  a  moment  of  silence. 
The  "moment"  of  silence  soon,  however, 
transformed  into  several  progressively  hilari- 
ous minutes.  Eventually,  the  school's  vice-prin- 
cipal was  farced  to  snatch  the  microphone  away 
from  McKellar  and  put  an  end  to  his  existen- 
tialist prank. 

Twenty-four  years  later,  the  same 
McKellar  -  by  then  an  accomplished  actor, 
screenwriter,  and  filmmaker  -  stood  before  an 
audience  at  the  Toronto  International  Film 
Festival  to  introduce  his  second  directorial  ef- 
fort, Childslar.  Among  the  crowd  were  such 
luminaries  as  Governor  General  Adrienne 
Clarkson,  acclaimed  filmmaker  Guy  Maddin, 
and  the  semi-popular  but  only  quasi- talented 


actor,  Paul  Gross.  Positioning  himself  at  the 
corner  of  the  stage,  McKellar  delivered  a  short, 
nervous  speech,  politely  asking  for  his  audience's 
patience.  McKellar  then  departed  fi-om  the  stage, 
allowing  the  curtain  to  part  and  the  film  to  be- 
gin. The  audience  then  \aewed  die  film  s  open- 
ing scene,  in  which  McKellar's  character,  a  strug- 
gling filmmaker,  introduces  a  film  at  the 
Toronto  International  Film  Festival,  making 
the  exact  same  speech  that  McKeUar  had  just 
made  to  the  audience,  in  the  exact  same  man- 
ner, wearing  the  exact  same  clothes,  and  stand- 
ing in  the  exact  same  position.  The  crowd  roared 
with  laughter.  If  anyone  else  has  performed  a 
more  post-modem  act  than  that,  I  certainly 
haven't  heard  of  it- 
Through  the  generosit)'  of  a  hundred 
thousand  dollar  grant  from  Universal  Studios, 
Innis  College  has  been  able  to  host  Don 
McKellar  as  its  screenwriter-in-residence  for  this 
academic  year,  during  which  he  taught  a 
screenwriring  workshop.  McKellar's  connec- 
tions to  U  of  T  originate  much  earlier,  how- 
ever, than  just  this  year.  "My  parents  met  here 
at  Hart  House,"  McKellar  told  a  group  of  stu- 
dents at  Hart  House  in  2000,  "They  were  mar- 
ried here  too.  /\nd  I  think  1  was  even  conceived 
here,  in  a  room  down  tiie  hall."  After  complet- 
ing high  school,  the  Toronto  native  then  at- 
tended U  of  T  at  Victoria  College,  where  he 
studied  English. 

...Continued  on  Page  \  ?> 


Ten  things  I've  learned  this  year  that 
don't  involve  doing  my  own  laundry 
We  can  all  relate  to  Chandler  Levack 


Wow,  1  remember  reading  my  first 
copy  of  the  Herald  last  year  during  my  Innis 
tour,  and  being  so  excited  about  my  upcom- 
ing year  I  could  barely  contain  myself  1  had 
visions  of  me  reading  Proust  on  the  subwa\, 
walking  down  Bloor  with  a  self-satisfied  smile, 
effectively  researching  in  the  library.  Flash  for- 
ward 8  months:  my  cop\-  of  Proust  is  long- 
gone,  I  walk  (jven-whcre  to  avoid  the  $2.25  fare, 
I  rarely  smile  on  Bloor  anymore  because  it  is  so 
cold  I'm  afraid  my  face  might  freeze  that  way, 
and  library  -  ha!  Frankly,  1  just  don't  do  pea- 
cock. Contrir\'  to  pupuhir  beliuf,  m\-  life  dtjesn't 
exflctiv  consaaite  a  year's  worth  of  episodes 
from  ''Felicit)'".  However,  if  has  changed  dra- 
matically since  I  entered  the  residence  on  Sep- 
tember 5*"a  date  I  had  been  counting  down 
ever  since  my  acceptance  letter  arrived  (way  too 
late)  in  earlyjune. 

Last  year,  I  was  University  obsessed. 
After  months  of  recalibrating  my  high  school 
average,  making  pros  and  cons  lists  of  the  vari- 
ous impractical  programs  I'd  been  accepted  to, 
and  enjoying  the  occasional  summer  job  panic 
attack  in  the  back  room  of  my  local  Blockbuster 
(you  know  you've  hit  a  low  point  when  you 
realize  that  you  are  hyperventilating  into  a  life- 
size  standee  of  Steve  Martin  in  "Cheaper  by 
the  Dozen")  -  I  made  my  choice,  and  ended 
up  here  at  the  Universit\'  of  Toronto.  Now  no 
longer  a  mete  freshman  film  student,  I  have 
learned  invaluable  lessons  in  the  ways  of  life, 
learning,  and  of  course,  microwavable  vegetar- 
ian food.  Wliilc  I  am  sad  to  leave  tliis  year  be- 


hind for  4  months  of  part-time  torture,  1  can- 
not retire  to  suburbia  without  imparting  my 
knowledge  in  the  ways  of  a  successful  first  year, 
a  feat  far  more  rare  than  some  may  believe.  Use 
this  wisely  and  if  tver  in  doubt,  remember  that 
peanut  butter  isn't  un]\-  a  condiment,  it's  a  way 
of  life. 

1)  Don't  throw  up  on  authorit)'  figures. 

This  should  go  without  saying,  but 
chances  are  if  you  have  already  experienced  it, 
you  know  the  repercussions.  No  one  likes  to 
star  in  a  projectile  vomiting  episode  so  when 
the  room  is  reeling  and  you  begin  to  think  that 
die  new  Maroon  5  single  sounds  "sort  of  okay", 
you  need  to  stop  swigging  the  Captain  Morgan 
and  down  some  coffee  pronto. 

2)  Treasure  September. 

Oh  darling  September,  how  I  long  for 
you.  Remember  when  everything  was  warm 
outside,  and  all  you  had  to  do  for  homework 
was  buy  books  and  decide  on  an  IKEA  lighting 
scheme?  Remember  when  even'one  was  biking 
and  wearing  tank-tops  and  thi.t  guy  across  the 
hall  from  you  was  merely  quirky  as  opposed  to 
incredibly  aggravating,  when  your  S400  courses 
were  interesting  and  appealing  and  you  weren't 
surviving  on  a  diet  of  ramen  noodles  and  in- 
scant  break fiist  packets?  Keep  Septtmber  in  your 
heart  for  as  long  as  you  can,  because  it  only  goes 
downhill  from  there. 

.. .Continued  on  Page  7 
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Comniunitif 


The  Last  Curtain:  Editor-in-chief  Stephanie 
Silverman  uses  her  final  reserved  space  to  make 
a  plea  for  continued  support  of  the  media,  and 
to  say  goodbye. 


These  are  tough  times  to  be  publishing  a  student-run 
newspaper.  Indeed,  it  is  a  difficult  period  to  be  putting  out  any 
kind  of  publication.  Not  to  sound  paranoid,  but  it  would  ap- 
pear as  though  attacks  are  coming  at  newspeople  from  all  angles 
these  days.  Take,  for  example,  the  quickly  fading  but  stupidly 
shocking  report  that  a  gay  hustler  calling  himself  "Jeff  Gannon" 
was  paid  to  lob  soft  questions  at  the  President  but  that  White 
House  staff  had  no  idea  he  was  operating  under  a  fake  identity. 
Mind  you,  the  intrepid  skills  of  networking,  deception  and  play- 
ing to  a  man's  ego  probably  came  in  handy  when  the  "journal- 
ist" was  performing  his  other  job:  selling  himself  as  a  §200- 
hour  male  escort!  To  borrow  a  term  from  P.  Diddy,  the  bustier's 
been  husded.  Gannon's  website  has  shut  down  with  a  ric^cu- 
lously  self-aggrandiidng  slogan  —  'The  Voice  Has  Been  Silenced" 
-  and  the  story  will  probably  fade  from  the  headlines.  At  least 
we  can  take  comfort  knowing  that  Gannon's  escort  fees  will  only 
increase  (can  you  imagine  the  pre-coitus  dinner  conversation?), 
thereby  giving  all  failed  reporters  hope  for  upward  job  mobility. 

If  only  Hunter  S.  Thompson  had  stayed  with  us  a 
litde  bit  longer:  seasoned  from  the  experience  of  the  1972  cam- 
paign trail,  the  famed  gonao  journalist  would  have  had  a  field 
day  with  this  monstrosity.  Sadly,  the  days  of  truly  "investiga- 
tive" journalism  seem  behind  us,  if  only  judging  from  the  con- 
scious choice  of  two  major  U.S.  networks  to  completely  ignore 
the  Gannon  fiasco  and  to  play  up  the  later-Ufe  cartoonlsh  de- 
scent into  self-parody  of  the  otherwise  respectable  Thompson. 
In  these  days  of  fake  news,  blognews,  or  no  news  in  the  main- 
stream media,  I  am  left  to  long  for  Thompson  and  the  time 
when  reporters  will  once  again  be  encouraged  to  leave  thdr  homes 
and  investigate  our  lives  without  fear  of  censorship  or  network 
punishment. 

On  the  home  front,  in  a  manner  much  less  significant 
than  life,  death  and  gay  prostitution  but  nevertheless  extremely 
irksome,  the  Herald,  too,  is  being  assaulted  in  the  public  sphere. 
Instead  of  requesting  a  meeting  with  any  or  all  of  the  campus 
newspaper  editors,  a  SAC  Candidate  named  David  Fremes  has 
mounted  a  public  attack  on  the  verity  of  our  publications.  Ac- 
cusing us  of  gross  wastage  of  both  the  envnronment  and  stu- 
dent hinds,  Fremes  insists  that  if  only  we  editors  were  to  stop 


Farewell,  Herald 
From  Nicole  Polivka 


I  am  coming  to  the  end  of  a  3-year  affair,  which  means 
it's  time  to  reminisce.  During  my  time  at  the  Herald,  I  have  read 
writing  that's  run  the  gamut.  I  have  had  the  pleasure  to  read 
some  very  talented  authors,  who,  in  the  future,  wiJl  be  names  to 
watch  out  for  in  the  authorial  world.  There  are  also  others  who, 
in  the  future,  will  have  the  pleasure  of  knowing  they  wrote  a 
decent  article  for  the  Herald. 

This  year  marks  the  end  of  an  era  for  the  Herald.  Along 
with  the  graduating  students  this  year  go  memories  of  some 
hallmarks  of  Herald  history.  How  does  one  speU,  "Israeli,"  any- 
way? Will  the  man  who  'single-handedly  took  down  Fantino' 
ever  get  his  PDF  published?  Will  pictures  of  Steve  Jug  and 
jamin  ever  be  reprinted?  Where  hasMaxk  Greenberg gone?  There 
are  big  shoes  to  fill,  future  Heraldians.  but  fill  them  you  must. 

The  Herald  has  come  a  long  way  in  the  three  years  I've 
been  involved  here.  From  midnight  copy-editing  slipped  under 
my  res  room  door  to  the  swifter  and  more  efficient  system  of  e- 
mailing  we  have  today,  the  changes  for  the  better  have  been,  for 
the  greatest  part,  due  to  the  efforts  of  two  very  dedicated  Edi- 
tors-In-Chief,  Stephanie  Silverman  and  Corey  Katz.  I  have  had 
die  pleasure  to  work  for/ with  them  for  the  past  three  years  and 


caring  so  much  about  ad  revenue,  the  campus  would  be  a  greener 
place. 

The  elucidation  of  these  views  in  front  of  my  Sidney 
Smith  lecture  hall  on  1  March  not  only  surprised  but  also  an- 
gered me  because  there  had  been  littie  mention  of  this  spurious 
attack  in  the  "Vote  Evolution"  ticket  before,  let  alone  indication 
that  he  would  center  it  as  the  main  focus  for  his  entire  platform. 
To  clear  a  few  things  up:  during  my  diree-year  term  as  co-editor 
of  the  Herald,  we  have  never  accepted  ftinds  from  advertisers. 
Instead,  the  fiilly-transparent  and  thrice-audited  Herald  relies  on 
a  levy  supplied  by  each  Innis  College  student  that  was  agreed  to 
in  a  ballot  referendum.  The  Herald  supports  not-for-profit 
endeavours  (including  but  not  exclusive  to  UofT  Cuts  for  Can- 
cer, the  Sodexho  unionizers,  WUSC,  the  ICSS,  and  various  music 
education  programs)  and  so  allots  free  newspaper  space  to  these 
groups.  Ironically,  we  had  even  offered  space  to  Fremes  when  he 
was  heading  up  the  The  FiRM  (Fast-food  Industry  RecytJing 
Movement)  Club.  When  I  tried  to  talk  to  him  about  how  his 
information  was  wrong  and  that  perhaps  he  should  have  con- 
sulted with  us  or  read  my  personal  response  to  his  rude  letters 
of  inquiry,  he  told  me  "not  to  be  such  a  wussy".  It  was  then  that 
I  dropped  the  argument  because,  frankly,  what  kind  of  intelli- 
gent response  can  be  lobbed  back  to  that  remark? 

It  is  under  these  distressful  banners  for  continued 
abuses  and  misuse  of  the  public  press  that  Corey  Katz  and  I  are 
stepping  down  from  the  editorship  of  the  Innis  Herald.  We 
leave  with  the  hope  that  local  and  international  media  wilt  bond 
together  and  continue  the  good  fight  because  the  public  narra- 
tive should  not  be  stopped  or  censored.  Newspaper  contribu- 
tors should  continue  to  sponsor  lectures,  be  involved  in  public 
debate,  and  never  stop  discussing  and  educating  around  the 
important  issues.  UofT  is  our  academic  environment  and  it  is 
up  to  the  students  to  continue  to  foster  it  against  those  people 
working  to  stifle  it  We  have  felt  this  responsibility  for  three  years 
as  editors  and  this  tmst  is  what  we  pass  on  to  our  capable  succes- 
sors. 

We  hope  that  you  have  enjoyed  your  time  with  us 
because  we  have  thoroughly  enjoyed  our  time  with  you. 


have  seen  many  of  the  wonderful  changes  they  have  made  to 
make  this  paper  run  more  smoothly,  more  efficiendy,  and  with 
more  pizzazz.  The  rime  and  effort  that  they  have  put  into  this 
paper  is  really  to  be  admired.  While  this  has  been  a  three-year 
affair  for  me,  it  has  been  a  fiill-blown  relationship  for  them,  one 
that  I  am  sure  will  end  with  much  tears,  drinking,  and  horrible 
but  wonderful  puns.  Thank  you,  Stephanie  and  Corey,  for  the 
counUess  things  you  have  done  for  this  paper. 

Although  they  are.  sadly,  graduating,  we  are  lucky  to 
leave  behind  other  very  talented  people.  There  is  one  with  whom 
I've  had  the  pleasure  to  work,  my  grammatically-correct,  hard 
working  Co-Associate  Editor,  Stephen  Hutchison,  to  whom  I 
want  to  thank  sincerely  for  his  help  over  the  past  two  years. 
There  are  also  many,  many  others,  with  whom  I  have  not  had 
the  privilege  of  working  directly,  who  have  done  a  wonderful 
job  with  the  Herald,  and  I  am  sure  will  continue  to  do  so  in  the 
fiiture.  It  has  been  a  real  pleasure,  and  I  wish  Corey,  Stephanie, 
and  everyone  else  at  the  Herald,  the  best  of  luck  in  their  future 
endeavors.  Before  I  get  long-winded  (which  I've  never,  ever, 
done,  especially  not  iryKls  paper),  it's  rime  to  say  good-bye.  So 
long.  Herald,  and  thamts  for  everything. 


Good  times  courtesy  of  CINSSU 

Hey  U  of  T,  it's  the  CINSSU  guru  again.  All  of  us  at  Cinema  Snidies  Student  Union 
hope  you  that  had  a  great  reading  weelc  and  that  you  aren't  nearly  as  screwed  as,  say,  1  am.  If 
you  need  a  break  from  the  schcinlwork  and  want  to  sec  some  great  films  for  free,  check  out 
CINSSU's  Free  Friday  Film  scries.  Tliis  month,  we're  feamring  a  Queer  Cinema  series  stardng 
dlis  Friday,  March  4,  with  Lukas  Moodysson's  Sioa' Me  Lour  and  Simon  Shore's  Ct/  Rio/.  The 
following  Friday,  come  sec  Kar  Waj  Wong's  Hafipj  Ttgtlhtr,  the  conclusion  of  the  Queer 
Cinema  Scries.  On  Friday  die  18*,  come  check  out  a  yct-to-be-detemiined  French  film  and  the 
semester  closer  on  April  1"  will  be  Wes  Anderson's  latest  whimsical  offering,  T&  iJftAqiuilii 
with  Ski'e  Zissoii.  All,  yes  all,  of  these  films  are  completely  free  and  held  at  Innis  Town  Hall.  If 
you  have  any  quesnons  at  all,  check  out  the  website:  www.utoronto.ca/fff  So  get  out  there, 
Junior  Explorers,  see  some  free  films.  CINSSU  and  you:  happy  togedier. 


Kudos  from  the  Environmental 
Studies  Union 

The  last  school  year  has  sped  by  for  the  ENSU  team. . .  as  I'm  sure  it  has  for  most 
of  you.  I'd  like  to  start  off  by  thanking  everyone  involved  in  making  ENSU  events  success- 
ful, we  couldn't  have  accomplished  anything  without  you!  Our  main  purpose  this  year  was  to 
get  ENSU  and  the  University  of  Toronto  involved  In  doing  something  environmentally 
significant  and  what  we  decided  to  do  was  put  on  an  eco-fashion  show.  The  preparadons 
were  trying  and  the  show  was  unbelievably  crazy,  but  what  an  evend  The  designs  were 
fantastic,  the  models  were  awesome  and  the  turnout  was  better  than  we  had  ever  imagined. 
.  We  had  representatives  from  many  U  of  T  environmental  groups,  which  was  great  since  part 
of  ENSU's  mandate  this  year  was  to  help  promote  unit\'  between  the  environmental  student 
groups  at  U  of  T.  ENSU  represents  all  environmental  students  at  U  of  T  and  welcomes 
anybody  and  everj'body  interested  in  making  a  difference  on  campus.  Our  executive  elections 
are  coming  up  soon  so  please  think  about  applying  for  one  of  the  executive  positions  offered 
in  the  2005-6  school  year.  We  need  lots  of  fun,  dedicated  and  energetic  people  to  keep  ENSU 
going  next  year.  Thanks  again  to  everyone  involved  in,  who  supported,  and  who  attended, 
our  events.  Until  next  year,  have  a  great  summer! 


A  positive-adjective  laden  review  of 
the  year 

Brought  to  you  by  Jacky  Sin  of  ICSS 

We  hope  this  year  you  have  noticed  ICSS's  incessant  emails  of  encouragement  for 
people  to  come  to  Innis  College  events.  While  we're  still  one  of  the  smallest  colleges  on 
campus,  we've  done  a  few  tilings  we  hope  you  woiJd  be  boastful  about.  This  year  the  ICSS 
has  facilitated  Innis  students*  participation  in  intramural  sports  and  serious  ass  kicking  at  the 
UT  games;  we  organized  a  fantastic  formal  at  the  Design  Exchange,  and  two  jumping  pub 
nights.  We're  in  the  process  of  wrapping  up  a  fashion  show  for  chant)',  raised  S2000  for 
Tsunami  relief  in  one  night,  started  a  volunteer  program  at  Regent  Park  and  we  are  also 
desigmng  a  photo  book  to  put  these  accomplishments  and  good  times  in  print. 

Behind  the  scenes  this  year,  members  of  the  ICSS  organized  a  truly  positive-adjec- 
tive laden  frosh  week  and  summer  campus  tour.  Student  leaders  from  diis  college  have  also 
played  a  pivotal  role  in  the  workings  of  the  College  Council,  making  sure  smdents'  voices  were 
heard  on  the  bursar)'  committees,  residence  committees,  and  with  regards  to  college  affairs, 
college  renovations,  and  its  academic  programs.  This  year,  students  also  played  a  huge  part  in 
drafting  the  college's  Rae  Review  response,  arguing  for  better  accessibility  to  university  educa- 
tion, more  money  for  non-academic  programs  and  an  improved  student  financial  system. 

As  Principal  Cunningham  is  retiring  from  his  position  this  year,  students  are  also 
getting  involved  in  helping  to  find  his  successor.  Tridy,  one  of  the  most  awesome  things 
about  this  college  is  how  much  students  have  a  say  in  every  facet  of  Innis'  happenings.  Next 
year  will  be  a  fantastic  opportunity  to  continue  that  student/ admin /facult)'  co-operation.  As 
the  new  principal  builds  on  all  the  great  things  Principal  Cunningham  has  done,  we  hope  that 
all  of  you  will  step  up  and  play  a  part  in  shaping  College  initiatives  also. 

The  ICSS  has  made  many  important  strides  this  year.  But  of  course,  what  we  have 
done  requires  upkeep,  and  we  have  to  continuously  work  towards  encouraging  increased 
student  involvement.  I  hope  that  no  matter  if  you  are  a  commuter,  living  near  campus  or  on 
campus,  you  will  have  had  come  to  at  least  one  ICSS  event  this  year  (we  still  have  a  year  end 
party  planned!),  and  some  of  you  will  make  tiie  decision  to  get  involved  next  year.  From  being 
members  of  one  of  the  3  (soon  4)  student  unions  at  the  college,  the  College  Council,  intra- 
mural sports,  frosh  week.  Innis  Herald  staff,  or  members  of  the  ICSS  government,  every 
contribution  is  welcomed  and  gratefully  appreciated. 

Keep  an  eye  out  for  the  end  of  the  year  part)-,  and  best  of  luck  with  your  exams! 


The  innis  Herald  will 
be  hosting  its  first- 
ever  Herald  Elections 
General  Meeting  in 
March. 

What  does  this  meeting 
mean? 


1 .  anyone  who  contributed  in  any  way  to  the  Herald  this 
year  gets  xo  voie  on  each  position,  and  all  conrribuuons 
arc  weighted  equally  in  our  one-vote  pant)-  systtm. 

2.  voting  takes  place  at  the  meeting  or  during  the  three- 
hour  block  that  will  follow  it  a  few  days  later. 

3.  anyone  who  contributed  tiiis  year  can  run  forapt>si- 
tion,  except  that  whoever  runs  for  cditor-in-clutf  must 
have  held  a  position  on  the  Herald  Executive  die  previous 
)'ear- 

4.  candidates  must  let  the  current  editors-in-clut  t  know 
of  their  intentions  by  midnight  on  March  30th; 

innis.  he  raldWutoronio.ca 

5.  we  ncfd  ;is  m;inv  people     the  meeting  as  possible 
please  m.xVi.  \y  ,i       irm  \>>  \\\'  >\v  up. 

The  positions  available  arc; 

1.  editors-in-chief  (1  or  2) 

2.  associaie  editors  (1  or  2) 

3.  filni  editor 

4.  internal  officer 

5.  external  officer 

6.  layout  editor 

7.  commuter  representative 

8.  ads  and  publicity  representative 

We  will  hold  the  meeting  on  Thursday  March  31st  at 
8:00pni  and  then,  on  the  foilowHng  Frid.iv  April  1st  and 
Monday  Apnl  4ili,\vf  wilJ  keep  fliL  i  lihi  ,  ,  ^p.. n  iVom 
I2pni  -  3pni  for  pLnplc  umoniL  I  >\  <ii<l<       1 1  uir  ballots 
it  die)'  were  unable  to  '.intnd  rhc  (    i  u  i.il  ,Mi  cong.  Any 
comments/questions  to  inhut;  innishi.r.ild,tL 


Listen  to. ..Real  Radio 


Irmis  Herald'. 

Uornmuratii 


Sustainable  Energy  and  How  to  Rock  It 
Vanessa  Meadu  speaks  out 


The  word  'sustainable'  has  been  tossed  around  so 
much  in  recent  years  chat  we've  become  almost  immune  to  it. 
Shell  Oii  brags  about  their  commitment  to  sustainabilitj;  politi- 
cians claim  they're  committed  to  sustalnability,  and  the  media  is 
always  going  on  about  sustainable  development.  The  word  has 
come  to  mean  a  whole  lor  of  nothing.  And  yet,  the  concept 
beliind  it  is  a  vital  idea  that  is  originating  a  lot  of  change,  both 
locally  and  globally.  UofT  just  officially 
launched  their  Sustainabilitj'  Office,  and 
will  also  be  the  venue  for  the  2"''  annual 
Sustainable  Energy  Fair  on  March  30'''. 

So  why  does  the  concept  of 
sustalnability  matter  to  anybody  except 
treehuggers?  Our  culture  and  civili2a- 
rion  (that  Is,  in  the  west)  is  founded  on 
consumerism,  an  idea  that  really  starred 
to  snowball  post  World  War  II.  Con- 
sumerism necessarily  means  'using', 
and  often  leads  to  'using'  up  of  re- 
sources, be  diey  water,  clean  air,  or  oii. 
So  sustainability,  in  a  nutshell,  is  the 
idea  of  using  what  you  need,  in  an  effi- 
cient and  minimally  harmfijJ  way,  that 
keeps  in  mind  the  needs  of  future  gen- 
eracinns.  In  the  case  of  sustainable  en- 
ergy, tills  means  moving  away  from  non-renewable  resources 
such  as  petroleum,  and  harnessing  nature  s  own  wind,  solar  and 
hydro  power.  It  also  means  using  what  energy  we  have  in  an 
efficient  manner,  minimizing  waste  and  unnecessary  consump- 
tion. 

The  switch  to  sustainable  energy  wll  need  some  seri- 
ous political  commitment,  but  there  are  already  some  ver>'  basic 
actions  that  the  every  day  consumer  can  do  to  make  a  difference. 


For  example,  buying  energy-efficient  appliances,  using  low-flow 
showerheads  and  setting  up  a  thermostat  to  lower  your  home's 
temperature  when  you're  out  or  sleeping,  all  will 
have  an  impact  on  energy  use.  If  the  idea  of  help- 
ing the  environment  doesn't  get  you  excited,  you 
may  be  timlled  to  learn  you're  actually  saving  monej' 
in  the  long  run. 

Students,  however,  don't 
usually  own  their  homes,  wliich  means 
their  priorities  and  choices  will  be  dif- 
ferent. Electric  and  gas  bills  are  often 
included  in  rent,  and  tenants  aren't  re- 
sponsible for  buying  enei^  efficient  ap- 
pliances, or  even  regulating  the  temperature  in  their 
own  apartment.  So  what  can  we,  as  students,  do,  and 
how  do  we  save  money  doing  it?  One  easy  and  cost- 
saving  way  of  drastically  cutting  energy  use,  as  well  as 
emissions  is  by  taking  transit, 
biking  or  walking.  Granted  the 
TTC  is  extremely  expensive,  and 
the  metropass  is  rarely  worth 
the  investment  Tiie  TTC  and 
SAC  could  really  do  something 
good  if  they  imitate  UBC's  re- 
cent referendum  to  have  a  §20 
monthly  levy  for  each  student,  that  gives 
everybody  unlitnited  access  to  transit  year 
round.  Back  to  my  point,  however,  there 
are  many  small,  daily  choices  you  can  make 
as  a  poor  student,  to  minimize  energy  use 
and  save  money.  Next  time  your  lights  burn  out,  buy  low-watt- 
age energ)'  efficient  light  bulbs.  They  cost  more  upfront  but  last 
10  rimes  longer  and  save  you  money  on  electricity.  AJso,  ride 


your  bike  in  the  summer.  Get  over  your  fears  of  Toronto  traffic, 
save  money,  get  where  you're  going  faster,  and  get  a  hot  body  in 
the  meantime!  Buy  local  produce,  whenever 
possible.  This  eliminates  the  cost  and  pollu- 
tion of  shipping  fruit  and  veggies  from  Cali- 
fornia or  Israel,  you'll  be  supporting  local 
farms,  plus  the  food  will  be  way  fresher  and 
tastier.  These  are  just  a  few  of  many  ideas  for 
making  a  difference. 

At  the  Uofr  Sustainable  Energy 
Fair,  which  takes  place  from  1 1  -6,  on  Wednes- 
day March  30''',  you  can  leam  much  more 
about  sustainable  energy  technologies,  and 
what  you  can  do  to  help.  There  will  be  demos  of  wind  turbines 
arid  hybrid  cars,  interactive  games,  and  sustainability-themed 
prizes  like  efficient  light  bulbs  and  fair-trade  coffee.  And  look 
forward  to  a  free  sustainable  lunch  of  veggie  burgers  cooked  on 
a  solar-powered  grill,  topped  with  your 
favourite  organic  fixings!  Tlie  fair  will 
take  place  at  the  bottom  of  King's  Col- 
lege Circle,  just  look  for  the  big  white 
tent.  There  will  be  a  concurrent  Sus- 
tainable Energy  symposium  with  talks 
from  researchers  and  students  who  are 
challenging  the  current  technologies 
with  wind,  solar  and  hydrogen-pow- 
ered concepts.  Come  out  for  a  fun  day 
of  learning  and  fi-ee  food,  and  help 
the  environment  in  the  process! 

For  more  information  about 
the  Sustainable  Energy  Fair,  \^sithttp;//tt^vw.ele.utoronco.ca/ 
sef.  To  fmd  out  what  UofT's  Sustainability  Office  is  doing  for 
you,  visit  http://wwTv.sustainabiHt)'.utoronto.ca/. 

■  B  ■  ■  B^B  ■'■^^■^  BBBBBBBB  B 


Here  come  the  gardeners  of  UT 
Calvin  Lo  gets  down  and  dirty 


I'm  just  a  normal  UT  student  - 1  study  hard  (on  spe- 
cial occasions),  take  my  daily  dose  of  coffee,  and  spend  a  good 
deal  of  my  time  In  the  dirt.  Okay,  well,  perhaps  this  is  not  your 
typical  student  pastime  —  I'm  a  gardener.  TTiese  are  people  you 
would  not  normally  suspect  of  anything  suspicious  at  all.  There 
are  no  outward  telltale  signs,  except  the  occasional  dirt-under- 
fingernail  phenotype.  There  is  nothing  out  of  the  ordinar}'. .  .and 
we  are  ordinary-  people,  except  that  we  spend  a  good  time  of  our 
lives  scurrying  around  plots  of  land  and  cultivating  green  tilings 
for  enjoyment.  The  horror  of  it  all  -  you  have  never  imagined 
chat  such  people  exist.  Surely  not  in  today's  civilized  world  — 
surely  nor  in  downtown  Toronto!  But  yes,  we  do  exist!  Behold, 
for  I  am  the  messenger,  and  1  come  to  the  Herald  with  news  of 
the  gardeners  of  UT.  Welcome  to  the  Gardeners'  Collective. 

With  the  supermarket  uprising,  the  general  idea  of 
growing  one's  own  food  has  become  obsoletL-.  What  used  to  be 
common  knowledge  co  all  people  is  now  shrouded  in  mystery, 
its  practitioners  few  and  scattered.  A  lost  art,  gardening  has  be- 
come unfashionable,  tossed  carelessly  aside  along  with  grandma's 
old  knickers.  Gardening,  however,  has  practical  value,  unlike  your 
grandma's  underpants  (we  hope). 

Most  dieticians  note  that  it  is  generally  unhealthy  to 
consume  a  diet  consistingpurely  of  cup  noodles,  canned  food, 
and  preserved  meats.  One  of  die  greatest  benefits  of  gardening 
is  die  abilit)'  to  grow  your  own  herbs  and  vegetables,  cheaply, 
and  healthily.  With  garderung,  not  only  do  you  A)  Get  a  great 
tan,  B)  Get  a  great  workout,  C)  Spend  the  days  outside  in  the 
sun,  but  you  also  gec  a  hearr-warming  feeling  of  success  and 
accomplishment  as  you  harvest  your  first  pepper,  or  sink  your 
teeth  into  that  juicy  lettuce  you  grew  all  by  yourself  Your  mother 
would  be  so  proud. 

People  these  days  are  quite  notorious 
for  trying  to  live  a  healthy  life-style.  In  addition  to 

4 the  waves  of  tofu  and  organic  peanut  butter,  or- 
ganic vegetables  have  made  an  equal  mark  on  the 


health  food  industry.  Unfortunately,  organic  vegetables  are  pricey, 
and  most  smdents  cannot  afford  to  dish  out  that  extra  3  bucks 
to  buy  those  organic  tomatoes.  Oftentimes,  when  it  comes  to 
choosing  organic  or  inorganic,  fingers  halter  indecisively,  and 
eyes  wander  waril)',  eventually  stopping  at  the  stand  of  juicy, 
plump,  "grade  A  US-import  tomatoes,"  oozing  their  shiny  red- 
ness. You  sigh  inwardly,  grab  a  bag,  and  resign  to  the  sneering 
red  tomatoes.  In  your  mind,  organic  gardening  has  always  been 
the  thought  of  sla\'ing  away  in  the  sun.  This  doesn't  sound 
pleasant,  and  thus,  you  choose  to  slave  away  in  the  comfort  of 
your  own  home,  washing  the  layers  of  pesticides  off  your  veg- 
etables. 

But  hark,  what  is  this  sound?  Why,  it's  the  clanging 
sound  of  shovels  and  watering  pails,  heralding  the  arrival  of  the 
UT  Gardeners'  Collective!  You  drop  your  knife  and  your  sneer- 
ing tomato  falls  to  the  ground  with  a  sulky  splat.  As  you  stare  in 
awe,  the  garden  itself  appears,  a  verdant  forest  of  lush  growth. 
Juicy  sun-ripened  tomatoes  bursting  with  flavor  hang  over  a 
bed  of  crisp,  autumn  lettuce,  wet  with  dew.  The  smell  of  mint, 
sage  and  lavender  hang  suspended  in  the  cool  evening  air.  Next 
to  you  are  sunflowers,  radiating  warmth,  and  welcoming  you 
into  the  haven  of  life. 

'it  need  not  be  this  way,"  a  voice  says  to  you.  "There  is 
the  path  of  gardening  you  can  follow.  Growing  your  own  food 
is  fun,  educational,  and  you  also  have  the  opportunity  to  help 
others.  Come  on  out  and  join  usi" 

You  blink,  and  you're  once  again  in  your  kitchen.  Out- 
side, snow  lays  thick  on  the  ground,  grey  and  black.  Was  it  a 
dream?  Flipping  through  the  Innis  Herald,  your  eye  catches  an 
article:  "Here  come  the  gardeners  of  UT."  Oh  the  rapture.  Your 
hand  quickly  jots  down  the  number  and  contact  information, 
and  you  decide  that  from  this  day  onwards,  you  will  transform 
into  an  organic  gardener. 

The  path  has  been  opened  for  you.  The  Gardeners' 
Collective  at  the  University  of  Toronto  is  strong  this  year,  start- 


ing new  seedlings  for  a  bountifiil  vegetable  harvest.  Come  out, 
change  your  life  style,  and  make  a  difference.  Food  we  grow  is 
harvested,  and  a  portion  is  donated  to  the  food  bank.  We  think 
everyone  should  have  access  to  healthy  food,  and  if  you  want  to 
help  us  make  this  vision  a  reality,  come  on  oud 

The  Gardeners'  Collective  office  is  located  at  21  Sussex 
Avenue,  room  510.  For  more  information,  visit  our  website  at 
http://sgc.sa.utoronto.ca/index.htm,  or  email  us  at 
gardeners.collective@utoronto.ca  .  We  hope  you  will  grace  us 
with  your  presence. 


Sincerely  yours, 

Calvin  Lo 

GC  Coordinator 


Tea  with  the  GG? 
Former  tour  guide  Sheryl  McLaughlin  defends  the  Rideau  Hall  staff 


Personally,  I  would  be  thrilled  to  be  invited  to  tea  with 
the  Governor  General.  1  think  that  Adrienne  Clarkson  is  a  very 
intelligent,  well-spoken  and  witty  woman.  She  is  doing  a  good 
job  as  governor  general;  signing  bills  into  law,  dissolving  parlia- 
ments, greeting  foreign  dignitaries,  bestowing  honours  on  Ca- 
nadians, travelling  Canada,  etc.  She  spends  money,  but  she  is 
Canada's  acting  head  of  state.  It  would  be  rather  embarrassing  if 
French  President  Jacques  Chirac  came  to  Canada  and  met  his 
Canadian  counterpart  in  her  basement  apartment  for  a  dinner 
of  Kraft  Dinner  and  canned  tuna.  Rideau  Hall,  however,  is  defi- 
nitely not  a  basement  apartment;  it  is  a  beautiful  home  and  a 
tourist  attraction. 

I  have  been  to  Rideau  Hall  many  times,  to  attend  vari- 
ous concerts  in  the  summer,  and  to  skate  in  the  winter.  I  have 
even,  like  many  grade  8  school  classes  from  all  over  Canada, 
taken  a  tour. 

Rideau  Hall  is  where  Adrienne  Clarkson  and  her  hus- 
band John  Ralston  Saul  live  and  while  I  was  on  tour  looking  at 
the  portrait  of  former  Governor  General  Georges  Vanier, 
Adrienne  Clarkson  arrived  home.  She  stopped  and  greeted  the 
group  and  then  continued  on  her  way.  Many  of  the  people  in 
the  group  were  interested  in  Canadian  politics  and  in  the  history 
of  Canada's  Governors  General  and  they  asked  pertinent,  polite 
questions  that  did  not  get  anyone  kicked  out  of  Rideau  Hall. 

Recendy,  agrade  8  group  from  John  Dryden  Public  School 
did  have  to  end  their  tour  early  and  vacate  the  premises.  The 
story  goes  that  upon  seeing  the  Governor  General,  Jeremy 
Patfield  asked,  "Is  that  the  woman  that  spends  the  money  on 
the  Queen  when  she  comes?"  and  that  was  enough  for  the  tour 
guide  to  hustie  the  group  away  from  the  GG's  presence  and  out 


of  die  building  I  have  been  a  tour  guide  at  Parliament  HiU  and 
at  Vimy  Ridge  and  it  is  normal  to  have  some  odd  visitors  as  part 
of  the  tour  group.  There  are  unfortunately  even  groups  entirely 
made  up  of  rambunctious,  disinterested,  and  disrespectful  peo- 
ple, often  school  groups  who  have  been  shuffled  from  one 
historic  site  to  die  next  all  weekend  and  are  getting  a  bit  tired  and 
bratty.  It  takes  more  than  one 
impolite  question,  even  when 
that  question  is  asked  in  the  pres- 
ence of  the  acting  head  of  state 
of  Canada  and  lady  of  the 
house,  for  a  tour  guide  to  stop  a 
tour  and  order  a  group  to  leave. 
In  fact,  I  have  never  done  that 
and  the  only  person  I  know  who 
has,  did  so  because  the  group 
was  loud,  obnoxious,  and  inat- 
tentive and  was  making  rude 
comments  about  the  soldiers  of 
the  First  World  War. 

Patfield's  class  had  probably  been  touring  politically  and 
historically  important  sites  of  Ottawa  all  day,  and  the  students 
were  probably  tired  and  bored.  Most  grade  8  students  I  know 
would  rather  be  at  the  mall  than  at  the  Governor  General's  resi- 
dence. So,  here  is  the  situation  as  I  see  it: 

Patfield's  entire  group  was  not  really  interested  and  was 
not  paying  much  attention  to  the  guide;  the  students  were  loud 
talking  to  one  another  and  were  not  very  polite.  They  didn't 
really  know  much  about  what  the  Govemor  General  does  and 
were  asking  off  topic  questions.  The  guide  was  trying  to  keep 


their  attention,  teach  the  students  something  and  give  a  good 
tour,  but  it  just  was  not  working  out.  So  the  guide  kept  talking 
until  this  one  kid  asked  his  impertinent  question  and  the  guide 
was  no  longer  willing  to  tolerate  the  group's  behaviour.  The 
group  had  been  out  of  control  since  the  tout  started  and  the 
teachers  just  didn't  seem  to  have  the  energy  to  get  things  to- 
gether. The  guide  could  not 
restrain  the  students'  behav- 
iour and  after  the  flagrant  dis- 
respect shown  by  them,  the 
guide,  according  co  training, 
ended  the  tour  and  escorted 
the  group  out  of  die  building. 
The  teachers,  after  being  asked 
to  leave,  were  very  embanassed 
and  apologised  profusely  to 
the  guide  and  ensured  that 
there  would  be  disciplinary  ac- 
tions taken.  The  student  was 
suspended  for  being  so  rude  and  unruly.  End  of  story 

Guides  are  reasonable  people  and  have  a  pretty  high  tol- 
erance for  energetic  groups  and  cheeky  comments.  Schools  gen- 
erally do  not  suspend  students  without  grounds  for  doing  so. 
This  incident  at  Rideau  Hall  has  gotten  quite  a  bit  of  attention 
and  now  Patfield  and  his  family  get  to  go  back  for  tea:  a  trip  to 
Ottawa  for  tea  as  a  punishment/reward  for  being  rude.  Hmm. 
As  I  said  earlier,  I  would  honestiy  love  to  have  tea  with  the 
Govemor  General;  I  suppose  all  I  have  to  do  is  disguise  myself 
as  a  member  of  the  Patfield  family  and  join  theii  tea  party  or  win 
the  Order  of  Canada. 


Love  Stinks 

A  personal  essay  by  Peter  Knegt 


I  am  not  bitter.  Let  me  just  get  that  out  of  the  way  now. 
1  am  certain  anyone  who  reads  what  I  am  about  to  write  will  be 
tempted  to  shrug  it  off  as  the  thought  processes  of  a  jilted, 
heartbroken  cynic.  But  I  promise  you,  despite  my  current  status 
as  a  newly  single  and  emotionally  unstable  bachelor,  what  fol- 
lows is  nothing  but  the  simple  truth. 

I  used  to  believe  that  the  romantic  goal  of  any  reason- 
able person  should  be  the  monogamous,  long-term  relation- 
ship. It  was  through  such  a  relationship  that  one  would  find  the 
love,  stability  and  companionship 
that  is  supposedly  necessary  for  so- 
called  "happiness".  And  just  under 
two  years  ago,  when  I  began  what 
was  to  become  my  first  serious  rela- 
tionship, I  believed  that  I  had 
achieved  this  goal. 

Now  I  am  obviously  not  an 
expert  on  human  relationships.  I 
am  21  years  old,  have  been  in  one 
serious  relationship,  and  have  just 
over  half  a  degree  in  cinema  stud- 
ies. But  I  feel  that  my  analysis  of 
my  own  experiences  and  the  many 
experiences  of  my  friends  and  ac- 
quaintances has  given  me  enough  credibility  to  warrant  this  es- 
say. I  mean,  Carrie  Bradshaw  doesn't  have  a  degree  in  psychol- 
ogy, and  most  of  the  female  and  gay  population  respect,  if  not 
worship,  her  opinion.  And  she's  not  even  a  real  person. 

Personally,  I  think  "love"  is  just  a  word  made  up  centu- 
ries ago  to  mask  the  truth  behind  romantic  relationships.  Not 
that  the  ideas  behind  the  word  don't  exist  in  many  forms.  I  love 
my  mother.  I  love  coffee.  I  love  British  television.  But  when  it 
comes  to  romantic  love,  it's  a  little  less  clear.  When  we  say  "I  love 
you",  what  we  really  mean  is  a  combination  of:  'T  want  to  have 
sex  with  you";  "I  am  emotionally  dependent  on  you";  "I  am 
comfortable  with  you";  "I  enjoy  your  companionship";  and  "I 
am  scared  to  be  without  you".  While  many  of  these  statements 


hold  considerable  positive  qualities,  as  most  relationships 
progress,  the  negative  slowly  begins  to  destroy  the  positive.  And 
what  you  are  left  with  is  a  grand  illusion  of  happiness,  wherein 
you  deny  yourself  the  possibility  that  the  bad  outweighs  the 
good. 

There  are  rare  occasions  where  I've  come  across  people  in 
which  this  is  not  the  case,  where  they  seem  to  honestiy  retain  the 
good  that  comes  with  a  fresh  relationship.  I  personally  am  stiJl 
skeptical  that  they're  not  just  remarkable  actors.  But  I  haven't 
completely  ruled  out  the  possibility 
that  they're  not. 

Over  die  past  month,  I've  received 
a  lot  of  advice  and  heard  many  stories 
about  what  it  is  to  be  in,  and  then  out 
of,  a  serious  relationship.  Everyone 
has  a  different  take  on  it,  and  no  one 
experience  is  reflective  of  them  ail.  But 
the  happiest  people  are  the  ones  that 
now  look  at  romance  differentiy.  They 
don't  take  it  too  seriously.  They  don't 
look  to  another  person  to  fulfill  what- 
ever void  has  been  left  in  dieir  psyche. 
Don't  get  me  wrong  -  they  still  get 
around.  But  dtieir  relationships  never 
take  control  of  their  Uves,  and  they  always  are  completely  capable 
of  standing  on  their  own  two  feet  These  people  understand 
the  dangers  of  emotional  dependency.  Tliey  see  how  it  can  make 
people  hurt,  lost,  needy,  unproductive,  or  (gasp!)  dreadfiJIy  bor- 
ing. 

So  if  you're  in  a  long-term  relationship  and  are 
uncertain  of  its  worth,  take  an  honest  look  at  why  you're 
there.  Is  it  really  because  you  "love"  them,  or  is  it  because 
you're  scared  to  be  without  them?  Trust  me,  it  won't  be  long 
before  you  realize  you're  better  off  -  you  just  need  to  take  a 
few  risks.  Oh,  and  if  a  certain  ex-boyfriend  of  mine  happens 
to  be  reading  this,  I  just  have  one  thing  to  say:  I  love  you, 
please  take  me  back. . . 


The  Nintendo  From 
1989 

Matthew  Lau  reminisces 


When  I  was  6  years  old,  I  wanted  a  Nintendo.  AH  my 
fiiends  had  it.  I  didn't  I  wanted  one,  badly.  When  I  was  finally 
given  money  for  it,  howevo:,  for  reasons  I  am  now  probably  too 
depressed  to  understand,  I  somehow  ended  up  deciding  not  to 
buy  one.  "I  could  save  up  the  money  instead",  I  thought,  "and 
then  I  would  be  able  to  buy  somediing  else  that  is  ten  times  as 
cool,  something  that  would  make  me  ten  times  as  happy."  "Be- 
sides, if  I  forget  about  video  games  for  now  and  swdy  really 
hard,  I  would  get  good  grades,  become  successful,  earn  a  lot  of 
money,  and  then  I  would  be  able  to  play  all  the  video  games  I 
want,  forever."  So  study  1  did,  and  Nintendo  I  did  without.  1 
managed  to  convince  myself,  in  the  midst  of  a  Nintendo-own- 
ing mass,  that  I  could  do  better,  that  I  would  be  the  one  who 
comes  out  laughing  in  the  end.  Watch,  I  thought,  one  day  I  will 
have  all  the  Nintendo  I  ever  need.  Just  wait  'til  1  save  up  one 
more  doUar;  just  wait  'til  1  get  one  more  A.  Now  I  am  21  years 
old.  The  money  I  had  saved  at  6  was  lost  somewhere  between 
groceries  and  new  edition  Psychology  textbooks.  Now  my  grades 
are  nice,  and  my  bank  account  is  impressive.  But  now  I  don't 
want  a  Nintendo  anymore.  I  can  only  remember  myself  want- 
ing one,  at  6  years  old.  Now  I  am  making  money 
faster  than  I  can  spend  it  But  now  I  also  realize,  no 
matter  what  I  buy,  I  can  no  longer  buy  that  Nintendo 
from  1989.  ^ 


isJIerald 

inion 


Got  Hos? 

Stephanie  Silverman  takes  on  Nelly 

PIMP.  What  does  this  word  mean  to  you?  For  some, 
it  means  everything  that  is  wrong  with  our  sexist,  perverted, 
repressed  and  disrespectful  shimmer  of  a  society.  For  others,  it 
means  "green  and  gold:  green  for  the  money  and  gold  for  the 
honey".  (Don't  get  the  reference?  You  aren't  watching  enough 
Hughes  Brothers.)  For  one  very  special  individual  it  means  Posi- 
tive. Intellectual.  Motivated.  Person.  Who  is  the  brainiac  respon- 
sible for  coining 


this  interesting 
addition  to  our 
postmodern  lexi- 
con? Wliy,  none 
other  than  tliat 
bandaged  Dylan 
from  the  trenches 
of  St  Louis:  Nelly. 
For  some  incon- 
ceivable reason, 
Nelly  wanted  to 
rescue  the  ver- 
nacular code  for  a 
man  who  sells 

women  to  homy  people  and  associate  affirmative  attributes  with 
it.  This  shouldn't  come  as  such  a  surprise,  however,  because  we 
are  tallting  about  the  Wizard  behind  the  most  disgusting  song 
and  video  to  come  out  of  mainstream  hip  hop  in  recent  years: 
"Tip  Drill".  You  don't  have  to  believe  me;  listen  to  the  words 
spit  straight  from  this  horse's  mouth: 


We  throwin  money  in  the  air  like 
we  dont  give  a  fiick  /  Lookin  for  a 
tipdrill,  I  mean  a  tipdrill  /  Now 
mama  girl  you  gotta  friend  that 
dont  mind  joinin  in  /  I'm  a  tipdrill, 
cause  I'm  a  dpdtill  /  Now  baby  girl 
bring  it  over  let  me  spit  my 
pimpjuice  /  I  need  a  tipdrill,  I  need 
a  tipdrill  /  I  said  it  ain't  no  fiin  less 
we  all  get  some  /  I  need  a  tipdrill, 
we  need  a  tipdrill  / 

But  wait:  it  gets  better.  NeUy  recentiy  announced  that  he 
would  be  awarding  two  'T.I.M.P."  scholarships  in  tlie  amount 
of  S5.000  to  deserving  individuals  who  live  up  to  the  adjectives 
haphazardly  strung  together  to  flesh  out  the  new  twenty-first 
century  PIMP.  Nelly's  an  equal  opportunity'  carouser,  however, 
because  only  one  man  and  one  lay-dee  will  be  granted  the  privi- 
lege of  studying  under  Nelly's  PIMP-ectorate  guardian  status. 
Ah,  the  full-circle  irony  of  being  paid  to  be  a  pimp  would  be 
quite  delicious  if  it  weren't  so  disturbing.  Last  time  I  checked, 
the  ravages  of  living  a  life  as  a  pimp  or,  worse  yet,  the  propert)' 
of  a  pimp,  were  terrible  and  correlative  with  povert}'  and  hope- 
lessness. Blaxploitation  culture  may  have  weaned  too  many  boys 
with  farfetched  dreams  of  being  a  pimp  but  even  Dolemite  had 
his  Queen  Bee,  and  -  just  so  you  know  -  she  was  behind  the 
entire  operation  because  he  was  always  in  prison.  One  mustn't 
be  entirely  stuck  in  the  mud  outside  popular  culture.  Indeed, 


perhaps  I  should  wake  up  to  the  assuredly  harmless  usage  of 
the  word  in  such  MTV  programs  like,  hmmm,  "Pimp  My  Ride", 
and  accept  its  full-scale  entry  as  verbiage.  Is  context  everythii^g?  Is 
context  enough  to  explain  our  continuing  cultural  acquiescence 
to  the  objectification  of  women,  and  the  resulting  devastation 
of  so  many  lives?  When  did  we  be- 
come so  flippant  about  our  word  us- 
age and  forget  that  children  listen  to 
what  we  say  and  grow  up  to  emulate 
their  environments?  Pimping  and  edu- 
cation should  never  be  equated,  not 
even  casually  and  not  ever  by  an  influ- 
ential rapper  to  who  has  the  ears  of 
many  impressionable  people  (not  only 
children).  Education  should  be  eman- 
cipated from  diis  sludge  and  once  again 
recast  in  its  proper  light  as  a  saviour 

from  pimps.  Indeed,  it  is  possible  to  argue  that  more  education 
would  mean  fewer  pimps  and  that  would  mean  more 
Intellectual(s)  to  Motivate  the  Positive  in  many  Persons,  Includ- 
ing actual  pimps  and  prostitutes.  I  understand  the  sexual  revo- 
lution changed  notions  of  what  is  an  acceptable  day  job  and, 
moreover,  I  recognize  that  some  people  have  to  resort  to  selling 
tliemselves  to  pay  for  their  education,  but  I  think  that  a  line 
must  be  drawn  in  music  and  in  life.  But  the  thing  that  pisses  me 
off  most  about  Nelly  and  his  offensive  and,  frankly,  hokey  acro- 
nym is  that  it  is  just  his  attempt  to  rescue  his  failing  energy  drink 
line,  Pimpjuice,  from  bankruptcy. 


Think  Twice  Before  Indulging 
Vaquas  Shaikh  serves  up  the  facts 


Wliich  IS  the  biL'^^L-f  killer  -  canct  r  nr  cardiovascular 
diseases?  Most  of  u\  woaKJ  5,ay  cancer  due  to  its 
ovtTTOpri-SL'ntaUifn  bv  the  media.  Every  rime  we  watch  die 
ncwi  or  read  a  niagj/ine,  we  come  across  something  about 
breast  or  prostate  ciincer.  \Xt  underestimate  the  threat  posed 
by  cardiovascular  diseases  because  we  always  heat  about  people 
that  have  recovered  fT"om  heart  attacks  and  strokes.  We  fail  to 
realize  that  cardiovascular  diseases  afflict  more  people  than 
cancer.  Hence,  by  looking  at  die  numbers,  it  is  clear  tiiat  the 
liirgest  fraction  of  deaths  each 
year  is  due  to  cardiovascular 
diseases. 

According  to  Statis- 
tics Canada,  the  portion  of 
people  dying  from  cardiovas- 
cul;ur  diseases  has  been  increas- 
ing over  tlie  generations.  This 
trend  is  closely  linked  with  our 
'  increasingdcpenilenceon  junk 
food  :ui.l  v^deniiry  lifcstvle.  Most  of  us  CmdutUng  myselO 
choo':e  tL )  Jnve  r.uhcr  tir.m  \V!iIl;  jnd  take  the  elevator  instead 
of  the  i.  irs  \  l,ir;.'i  pi.nn  m  ul  mir  diet  consists  of  chips, 
friedr.r.i  I  "-r.  ni.li  Lrl>on,iiedl)evur,ii,-es.  AsifaJltliiswasn't 
enouL^ii  (I  >  i.ljni.iyL  '  mr  he:Jdi,  sire^;;.  liu-dicr  .iggravates  indi- 
viduals. The  iimouni  of  stress  expenenced  by  each  genera- 
tion is  increasing  js  the  dem;inds  of  ijTaduate'  schools  and 
workpLiees  are  esc-.iljnni!;.  In  summ:ir\,  all  lhe'>e  fieti  irs  make 
u^  hij^hlv  susceptible  to  cardiovascular  J)se,i'.LS. 

l-^-'rin.-  r.iiu  f.M..|..  ,nd  h..vinK  .in  iiucuve  Ufestj'Ie 

leadsu>o|,<Mu  ..I,,.!,.   , ,  „  .i1k  ,M-,l,:r,.siv  Individuals 

widi  ailieri.r.rkiir,i,  l,,n  >  .,  I  ,,iil,  |u| .  m  I  I.  i  the  inner  walls 

of  blood  vessels.  Thiv  ,  >.i.Mnu'  M  i  \l  >v:  .md  evenmally 

leads  to  tissue  dama^i  Juv  m  insuii'ieiein  lilmid  supply.  If 


this  tissue  happens  to  be 
the  brain  or  heart,  the  in- 
di\Tdual  would  experi- 
ence a  stroke  or  heart  at- 
tack. Unfortunately,  ath- 
erosclerosis is  not  the 
onlv  consequence  of 
having  an  unhealthy  diet;  diabetes,  high  blood  pressure  and 
much  other  pathology  occur  concomitandy  with  atherosclero- 
sis because  of  dieir  causal  relationships.  For  these  reasons, 
they  have  all  been  placed  under  the  generic  category'  known 
commonly  as  cardiovascular  diseases. 

My  goal  is  not  to  advocate,  but  rather  to  inform  you 
of  our  deteriorating  health  and  the  consequences  that  will  fol- 
low. 1  do  not  expect  any  reader  of  this  to  swear  off  fast  food 
and  become  a  fitness  freak  living  off  of  only  organic  barley 
soup  with  ground  pepper  for  taste.  I  do  hope,  however,  that 
you  will  bring  healdiier  changes  into  your  lifestyle.  A  plan  could 
be  to  add  more  fruits  to  snack  sessions.  Lunch  could  consist 
of  a  healthy  and  delicious  roasted  chicken  breast  sub  with 
water  instead  of  a  cheeseburger  with  coke.  And  whenever  pos- 
sible, you  walk  or  take  the  stairs.  TTiese  Ltdc  changes  can  accu- 
mulate to  ensure  a  longer  and  healtitier  life. 


Nice  Guys  Finish  Last 
Josef  Szende  tells  it  like  it 
is 

For  one  reason  or  another,  guys  are  constantly  asking 
me  how  to  rid  themselves  of  the  "nice  guys  finish  last"  phe- 
nomenon of  courtship.  Tliis  is  what  1  tell  them. 

My  experiences  with  this  theme  be^n  with  my  Grade 
8  crush.  She  had  a  "lover"  (or  the  Grade  8  equivalent  thereof) 
who  constantiy  lambasted  her  with  insults.  I,  of  course,  thought 
that  I  was  the  perfect  feminist,  respectfiJ  of  women's  rights.  I 
thought  he  was  a  terrible  person  for  insulting  and  mistreating 
her  like  that.  Yet  at  the  end  of  it  all,  she  went  for  him  and  forgot 
about  me. 

Since  then  I've  grown  a  bit  I've  learned  that  it's  In  fact 
quite  dangerous  to  have  the  attitude  that  asks,  "Why  doesn't 
she  love  me?  I'm  so  nice  and  lovely  but  she  doesn't  give  a 
hoot." 

First,  who  in  fact  is  being  respectful  between  this 
unsavoury  Don  Juan  and  I?  He  treats  women  like  soundboards 
for  his  insidts  and  springboards  for  his  ego.  Yet  I  paint  the 
woman  as  a  perpetual  victim  who  must  be  helplessly  saved. 
Neither  of  us  are  doing  this,  or  any  theoretical  woman,  any 
favours. 

Second,  there  is  something  to  be  said  for  differences 
colliding  in  a  relationship  -  any  relationship.  I'm  much  more 
likely  to  hang  out  with  someone  who  keeps  arguing  with  me 
because  of  our  fundamental  differences  than  someone  exacdy 
like  me  who  echoes  all  of  my  thoughts.  Moreover,  who  has  ever 
heard  of  sexual  tension  without  any  tension? 

So  let's  accept  the  yin  and  yang  theory  of  contrasting 
harmonies.  How  do  I  become  Mr.  "Super-sexy"  Yin?  Bench- 
press  the  complete  works  of  Lao-tzu?  I  think  it  has  more  to  do 
widi  being  grounded  in  knowing  who  I  am.  If  someone  prods 
my  fiindamcntal  values  and  1  can't  defend  myself,  who  cares 
about  my  body  image?  As  crazy  as  it  sounds,  it's  probably  best 
to  build  a  life  that  1  like  and  am  comfortable  with  and  see  how 
the  one  I  desire  fits  into  that.  Or  if  I'm  really  comfortable  with 
myself,  perhaps  I  don't  need  to  at  all. 

Frankly,  if  I  need  someone  else  to  make  my  life  whole, 
I  need  to  be  less  needy  before  anything's  going  to  happen.  It 
doesn't  matter  if  I'm  an  asshole,  a  sweetheart,  a  Don  Juan,  or  a 
feminist. 


Why  I  am  not  a  Marxist 

The  Mysterious  Iveniuk  searches  for  an  answer 


Innis,Herald 
Opinion 


Because  Marxism  is  bullshit,  not  that  that  reflects  on  my  opinion,  mind  you.  Personally,  I 
think  Marxist  communism  isn't  a  bad  idea.  And  I  can't  even  say  that  it  only  works  "on  paper" 
since,  in  actuality,  we've  never  seen  it  in  reality  at  all.  Russia  was  a  very  poor  candidate  for  a  Marxist 
revolution.  Germany  or  England  were  much  more  Okely,  since  they  had  the  most  appalling  work- 
ing conditions  at  the  time  tiiat  Marx  was  writing,  as  well  as  being  the  most 
industriaJized.  Remember,  the  whole  concept  was  that  market  capitalism 
would  reach  a  crescendo,  and  tiien  plummet,  and  with  the  introduction  of 
labour  reform  bills  in  most  of  the  Western  European  countries,  that  cre- 
scendo was  going  to  be  a  long  time  coming.  The  Russian  Revolution  was 
more  of  an  anti-czarist  movement,  with  Marx  for  their  brand  name.  Don't 
even  talk  to  me  about  Stalin. 

And  as  for  China,  forger  it.  Marx  despised  "Oriental  Despotism,"  and 
even  went  so  far  as  to  say  that  the  conquest  of  India  by  Britain  was  a  step  In 
the  right  direction,  since  those  countries  in  the  East  would  have  to  be  ftilly 
industrialized  before  they  could  be  made  open  to  a  communist  revolution. 
The  idea  of  a  communist  revolution  in  a  country'  that  still  had  an  Emperor 
would  probably  never  have  seemed  possible  to  him.  So,  one  could  claim  that 
Marxism  stiU  has  some  gas  in  die  tank,  since  nobod/s  ever  really  seen  what  it 
can  do. 

All  the  same,  I  am  not  a  Marxist,  largely  because  the  movement  has  no 
future.  The  last  centun'  saw  the  threat  of  Communism  turned  into  a  huge 
terror  by  propaganda,  and  turned  into  an  even  greater  joke  by  its  cotruprion.  Trying  to  find  recruits 
for  Marxism  is  thus,  today,  only  slighdy  easier  than  trying  to  find  recruits  for  Satanism. 

AU  the  same,  I  consider  myself  far  more  left-leaning  than  merely  'liberal,'  being  not  only  an 
endiusiastic  supporter  of  environmental  protection,  social  services,  and  legalizadon  of  diis  and 
diat,  but  also  a  believer  that  money  is  not  a  good  thing  -  it's  a  bad  fiiend,  never  around  when  I 


need  it.  I  am  especially  not  convinced  diat  democracy,  as  it  eidsts  today,  is  impossible  to  improve 
upon,  smce  in  its  current  form  it's  somediing  diat  attracts  missionaries  to  go  to  far-disunt  coun- 
tries to  try  and  impose  it  on  people  under  die  cover  of  altruism  (I'll  let  you  guess  who  I'm  talking 
about).  ° 

But  Marxism  just  won't  do  it  for  me.  First  of  all,  diere's  that  whole 
"bullshit"  diing.  Second,  there's  die  usual  argument  diat  if  I  have  two  pairs  of 
shoes,  and  you  have  one,  dien  Marxist  communism  simply  cannot  work. 
Now,  whUc  neidier  of  diose  points  makes  complete  sense  to  me,  diey  are  held 
by  popular  wisdom,  ensconced  in  "common  sense"  and  dierefore  unassail- 
able. 

Since  I'm  pretty  far  left  -  as  far  left  as  you  can  go  before  going  right  again  - 
and  Marxism  just  is  not  a  viable  option  anymore,  I  need  a  new  option.  And 
coming  up  widi  a  polidcal  movement  on  my  own  is  probably  going  to  be 
difficult 

All  the  same,  it's  not  impossible,  if  a  lot  of  us  are  trying  to  come  up  widi 
it  on  our  own.  Somediing  diat  we,  as  history  is  happening  all  around  us,  often 
fail  to  realize  is  that  movements  f'isms")have  to  start  widiacertainsomeone 
or  someones  having  an  idea,  and  whoever  has  the  idea  usually  doesn't  get  credit 
for  it,  even  if  dley  do  manage  to  change  die  world.  Well,  one  "ism"  is  dcftinct 
now,  but  that's  not  to  say  that  diose  in  search  of  a  better  way  to  run  dieir  world 
have  to  give  up.  If  we  work  for  what  we  believe  in,  I'm  sure  we'll  gain  die 
blessing  of  being  termed  widi  an  "ism"  for  our  movement  -  hopefully  avoiding  die  damning 
stigma  of  becoming  a  bad  "ism,"  as  has  happened  to  Marxism. 

And  diat's  why  I'm  not  a  Marxist.  No  need  to  tie  myself  to  a  theory  already  viewed  as 
defiincL  Better  to  be  one  of  many  working  towards  the  next  one  -  whatever  that  may  be.  As 
histor)'  is  happening  around  me,  I  can  hardly  find  words  to  describe  it. 


Ten  things  I've  learned  this  year  that  don't  involve  doing  my  own  laundry 


...Continued  from  Cover 

You'll  need  your  sweet,  sweet  memories  of  tanning  in  the  UC  courtyard  when  it's  mid- 
March  and  you  can  barely  walk  3  blocks  witiiout  soaking  your  Converse  sneakers  in  slush  puddles, 
when  all  you  can  tiiink  about  is  the  4  upcoming  essays  you  have  to  write  -  1 ,500  words  on  an  artist 
who  bases  an  entire  5  part  fUm  series  on  the  dissention  of  his  own  testicles.  September  is  when 
University  seems  like  "die  time  of  your  life"  radier  than  "die  worst  tiling  diat  ever  happened  to  me 
my  god  what  am  I  doing  ■with  my  life".  If  September  were  a  fruit,  it  would  be  the  newest,  freshest 
grape  on  the  vine  of  opportunity.  If  mid-March  were  a  fruit,  it  would  be  a  Rizzy  raisin  discovered 
behind  your  couch  4  montiis  later  diat  you  may  actually  contemplate  earing. 

3)  Find  those  4  restaurants. 

Strangely  enough,  when  I  feel  like  not  eating  out  of  a  can  for  a  change,  I  like  to  go  out  - 
and  I  advise  everyone  to  find  diose  4  restaurants  that  are  cheap,  convenient,  and  reliable.  Mine 
happen  to  be  Sarah's  Falafels  on  Bloor  (hands  down  best  falafels  in  die  cit>'  and  for  3.25  how  can 
you  go  wrong?).  New  Generation  for  what  my  friend  deems  "budget  sushi"  (key  information:  get 
the  box,  more  Japanese  food  than  5  sumo  wresders  could  handle  for  a  scant  8  dollars!),  Future's 
Bakery  which  clearly  has  die  best  French  toast/cake/hot  bus  boy  in  the  Annex,  and  die  old 
standby,  Diablos  for  90  cent  coffee  and  really,  really  bizarre  muffins.  (True  story:  one  carrot  muffin 
begun  with  chocolate  chips  and  ended  with  cream  cheese  -  Ufe  is  too  short  for  unexciting  muffins.) 
This  may  actually  go  for  everything  -  find  your  4  vintage  shops,  pizza  parlors,  record  stores,  bars 
that  permit  under^e  drinking.  You'll  need  these  standbys  when  your  philosophy  paper  gets  your 
down  -  and  don't  think  it  won't.  Sometimes  all  you  need  to  make  a  truly  horrid  day  seem  brighter 
is  a  decent  almond  croissant  (Harbord  Bakery)  or  ridiculously  pretentious  record  store  (Rotate 
This). 

4)  You  honestiy  don't  have  to  tell  your  parents  everything.  In  fact,  it's  probably  a  better  idea  if  you 
don't. 

A  cell  phone  conversation  with  parents  goes  astray:  'What  are jou  doing  right  now?"  'Tak- 
ing a  walk  down  Yonge  Street  by  myself  at  1 1:30  at  night".  That,  my  friends,  is  clearly  the  wrong  reply. 
Trust  me,  the  right  answer  to  any  leading  question  is  always  "studying"  or  "writing  an  essay"  even 
if  you  happen  to  be  riding  on  the  back  of  a  Hell  Angels  motorcycle  on  the  way  to  the  Zanzibar. 
You  know  what  your  parents  want  most  of  all  out  of  your  first  year?  Evidence  that  the  $10,000 
being  spent  isn't  going  to  waste.  So  maybe  the  fact  that  one  of  your  roommates  got  a  super-cute 
lower  back  tattoo  shouldn't  be  something  that  you  share  at  Thanksgiving  dinner.  Tell  your  Mom 
about  the  80  you  got  on  that  calculus  quiz  (hey  witii  the  bell  curve,  65  is  practically  an  80  right*),  talk 
about  the  museum  exhibit  that  enriched  your  view  on  Modigliani.  Key  words  to  avoid:  house 
party,  birth  control,  live-in  boyfriend.  This  is  coming  from  a  person  whose  mother  gave  a  20- 
minute  lecture  after  I  told  her  I  was  walking  up  the  street  to  grab  a  carton  of  milk  at  1 0  PM.  Don't 
think  of  it  as  "lying"  but  as  Locke  says,  "reaffirming  the  consequent".  It's  as  much  for  your  sake  as 
it  is  theirs. 

5)  Pop  yourself  out  of  the  residence  bubble. 


Believe  it  or  not.  one  of  die  benefits  of  going  to  school  in  a  "world  class"  city  !ikc 
Toronto  (as  opposed  to  say,  Guelph  or  Hamilton)  is  die  fact  tiiat  you  are  actually  living  in  Toronto. 
So  why  have  I  had  weekends  where  I  haven't  been  outside  for  more  tiian  72  hours?  Going  to  class, 
coming  home,  making  yourself  dinner,  and  going  to  bed  (rinse,  lather,  repeat)  takes  its  toll  - 
especially  when  you  realize  diat  tiie  higliligh  t  of  your  day  may  in  fact  be  vacuuming  your  room.  Go 
to  a  play,  see  a  film,  take  a  walk  downtown,  enjoy  a  bike  ride  tiirough  Utde  Italy.  Experiencing  die 
city  is  what  makes  going  to  school  in  Toronto  worthwliile.  if  only  for  the  stories  you'll  collect. 
Sure,  use  your  Canadian  Ivy-league  educated  brain  -  but  more  imponandy,  experience  downtown 
Toronto  stuff,  so  you  can  tell  your  friends  back  home  self-importantiy  about  the  time  Cliinatown 
was  selling  live  eels  5  for  SIO.  Now  where  can  you  get  equitably  priced  eel  in  Whitby?  Nowhere 
good. 

6)  You  will  become  poorer  than  you  ever  thought  imaginable. 

And  in  downtown  Toronto,  this  smarts  a  lot  more  than  it  does  for  my  pals  at  Western. 
True  widi  H&IvI  opening  its  doors  in  October,  and  die  trendy  Queen  West  strip  a  20-niinute  bike- 
ride  away- maybe  the  old  nickname  of  Chandler  "Budget"  Levack  wasn't  exacdy  in  action -but 
I  still  feel  that  this  is  an  eventual  fact  of  life.  As  a  university'  student  you  will  eventually  go  broke, 
more  broke  than  you  could  diink  possible.  I'm  talking  about  §1 5.50  in  the  savings  account;  no  ftm 
for  weeks,  can't  afford  to  replace  a  broken  toothbrush.  In  one  way  it's  glamorous  ("/ 'm  sacrificing 
oral  l^giene for  the  pursuit  of  leamin^'^  but  in  other  ways,  it's  just  depressing,  especially  when  you  see 
Juiq'  Couture  tracksuit  twiddling  her  new  iPod  to  your  left.  This  is  why  I  will  have  3  part-time  jobs 
this  summer  and  no  social  life.  This  is  why  1  exist  on  Equality  bread  and  frozen  pancakes.  Living 
in  Toronto  is  tough  and  expensive,  even  for  the  smallest  things.  Try  the  couches  in  the  common 
rooms  for  loose  change  though,  and  know  that  "I'm  a  student"  gets  you  a  whole  lot  more  free 
stuff  (like  pity!)  than  your  degree  ever  could. 

7)  Try  not  to  go  crazy. 

So  you  have  five  papers  due  in  two  weeks  that  you  haven't  started,  the  textbook  you  were 
supposed  to  finish  months  ago  is  gathering  dust,  and  you  have  even  less  due  about  your  future 
than  my  uncle  who  used  to  be  a  rodeo  clown.  There  are  times  when  all  that  University  stuff  just 
begins  to  wear  down,  when  the  pressure  begins  to  build,  and  the  papers/weirdo  TAs/classes 
begin  to  force  something  cruel  and  ugly  out  from  deep  inside.  (WHAT  THE  HELL  IS  A  SUB- 
JECT POST?!)  What  can  I  say,  except  that  it  will  get  better.  You  enrolled  here  for  a  reason,  and 
sometimes  you  just  have  to  tough  it  out.  At  the  worst  of  times,  this  school  can  seem  big  and 
anonymous  and  overrated.  You  think  you're  the  only  one  going  through  the  stress  and  that  it's 
never  going  to  get  better.  Well,  I  have  one  piece  of  optimism:  at  least  you're  not  an  engineer.  These 
students  are  so  crazy  they  have  their  own  separate  faculty,  and  events  where  they  can  all  be  insane 
together  to  inexplicably  dye  themselves  purple.  Have  you  read  the  'Toike  Oike"?  Not 
even  Elizabeth  Taylor  herself  can  surpass  the  insanity  of  your  average  Eng-Sci. 

...Continued  on  Page  8  / 


Hey  Emm!  Let's  Get  a  Bit  More  Original 

Kaitlin  Bardswich  Reviews  Emm  Gryner's  Newest  CD 


Emm  Gryner.  Heard  of  her?  I  hadn't.  But  apparently  she's  done 
a  lot  with  her  life  so  far.  She  has  CDs  going  all  the  way  back  to  1995  (can 
you  remember  chat  year?  1  think  1  was  eight.),  a  DVD  of  her  music,  and 
even  guest  appearances  on  a  couple  of  David  Bowie  albums. 

Pretty  impressive. 

Even  fellow-Canadian  Nelly  Furado  listed  one  of  Emm's  al- 
bums, Science  Fair,  as  one  of  her  all-time  favourites. 

But  we're  getting  off  topic  I  was  recruited  to  review  Emm's 
latest  CD,  endtled  Songs  of  Lone  mid  Dralh,  so  this  is  what  I  shall  do. 
Prepared?  Good.  Here  it  goes  —  insert  dramatic  drum  roll  music. .  .or  roll 
your  eyes  as  the  guy  reading  over  your  shoulder  begins  to  hum  a  guitar  rift 
in  defiance. 

I'm  unsure.  I  like  the  music,  but  it's  not  anything  spectacular. 
It's  not  life- altering,  not  "Hey-Mom-rm-calHng-for-the-first-time-since- 
Christmas-to-tell-you-about-this-new-artist-rve-discovered."  But  it's 
good.  I'd  give  it  3  out  of  5  stats  {chat  would  be  6  out  of  10  for  all  those 
people  who  only  understand  those  web  "rate  the  movie"  reviews). 

Okay,  so  I'm  assuming  you  want  some  reasons  Co  go  along  with 
this  seemingly  arbitrary  pulling-a-number-out-of-a-hat  rating.  Well,  the 
first  thing  I  noticed  when  I  was  listening  to  her  music  was  the  fact  that  she 


produced  the  CD.  Which  seemed  a  Utde  odd.  But  whatever;  some  people 
do  that.  Then,  I  was  impressed  by  the  fact  that  she  plays  a  multitude  of 
instruments  for  each  song,  as  well  as  singing  che  tunes.  An  example  would 
be  the  first  song  on  the  CD  -  "Forget  Georgia"  -  for  which  she  does  vocals, 
guitars,  piano,  bass,  drum  machine,  and  claps.  So,  kudos  to  her.  She  cer- 
tainly is  talented,  there's  no  doubt  about  tiiat. 

But  I  was  looking  for  something  more  original.  Though  she  recorded  this 
album  in  3  weeks  time,  which  is  impressive,  ever)-  song  is  a  remake  of  an 
already-recorded  tune  by  contemporary  Irish  artiscs  such  as  The  Corrs  and 
Gilbert  O'Sullivan.  As  her  official  fan  site  toasts,  "Hear  for  yourself  as 
Ireland's  formative  pop,  punk  and  goth  songs  are  transformed  into  whis- 
pery  suicide  anthems,  jangly  toe-tappers  and  orchestral  dreamscapes."  That's 
great,  but  1  personally  prefer  The  Corrs'  own  version  of  "Breathless".  I'm 
Irish  and  I'm  all  about  the  Irish  music  scene,  but  why  not  try  some  Irish- 
inspired  original  music  rather  than  just  re-formatting  old  songs? 
But  maybe  that's  just  me.  I'm  sure  there's  many  an  Emm  Gryner  fan  that 
would  be  willing  to  egg  my  car  for  saying  what  I'm  saying  (that  is,  if  I  had 
a  car).  I  would  recommend  you  check  out  Emm  Gryner's  music,  because 
this  girl  does  have  talent.  I'll  certainly  peruse  some  of  her  old  albums  in  the 
hopes  of  finding  some  more  original  melodies. 


Some  Girls 

Jasmine  Landau  tries  to  understand  why  All  My  Friends  Are  Going  Death 


It's  upsetting,  really.  What  people  have 
been  saying  to  me  all  along  about  hardcore  just 
might  be  true.  Scratch  beneath  the  artsy  surface 
of  pink  album  covers  and  fancy  song  tides  and 
hardcore  is  nothing  more  than  a  torrent  of  angr}' 
noise,  and  not  even  good  noise  at  that.  Despite 
being  comprised  of  members  of  Give  Up  the 
Ghost,  the  Locust,  Unbroken  and  Tristeza,  Some 
Girls  ends  up  giving  a  fairly  bland  hardcore  of- 
fering. Melodicaliy  boring  and  rhythmically  me- 
diocre, the  album  All  My  Friends  Are  Going  Death 
is  not  quite  what  I'd  expect  from  members  of 


other  fairly  progressive  and  interesting  bands.  It  reminds  me  of  those  movies  where  the  director 
has  assembled  an  all-star  cast  only  to  throw  it  away  on  a  terrible  script.  The  album  reeks  of  too 
much  inbreeding  within  the  hardcore  scene  -  it's  not  like  the  guys  from  the  Locust  haven't  already 
had  1 6  mediocre  bands  (not  including  Swing  Kids,  because  they  were  ama^^ing).  Each  song  starts 
with  some  kind  of  feedback  riff,  and  proceeds  inco  a  repetitive  four-chord  punk  melody.  These 
songs  lack  the  hard  and  fast  spazz-attack  of  the  Locust,  the  melodic  brilliance  of  Give  Up  the 
Ghost  and  the  passion  of  Tristeza-  T^e  cover  of  Iggy  Pop's  "No  Fun"  is  precisely  that,  and  the 
vocals  don't  do  much  to  redeem  it  either-  stuck  somewhere  between  a  growl  and  a  schoolgiri  yeU 
—  making  it  pretty  irritating  to  listen  to.  For  this  reviewer,  vocals  make  or  break  a  band,  and  in  the 
case  of  Some  Girls,  they  push  this  otherwise  plain  album  off  the  fence  and  into  the  realm  of 
"suck".  I  can  now  see  why  all  their  friends  are  "going  death"  -  It's  better  than  having  to  listen  to 
this  pathetic  album. 


Ten  things  I've  learned  this  year 


...Continued  from  Page  7 


S.,  when  lift.  scL-ms  to  be  getting  rougli,  just  walk  past  dieir  buildings  and  think  to 
yoursL-lf  "uyII  ui  Ifdsi  Vm  riol  cm  oj  fbose gup,'\  jnd  get  started  on  that  20-page  paper  on  the 
Prc-nch  Ri^vulutiun.  Suckers. 

8)  "I  have  ro  Jcccpt  diat  this  just  isn't  mv  year". 

Saj'  it  widi  me  U  of  T:  Boy.  Girl.  Hiatus.  It's  the  only  way  to  get  dirough  your  first  year 
with  the  maximum  ^irnouni  of  grade  point  ;ivti;^mr  :iiiit  rht  minimum  amount  of  tears.  Ever 

\v.ntkT\vh\  I  .,!""]■  h.is  iIh'  ncuk-mic  repucj;  n  ,|  I,,],  I  vmu  ronsKtcndy  ranked  in  the 

"'P  I"  «>f'  unl-i..ppit->r  MiKk'ni-;?  Its  not  only  ilv.  ...d.  IiIt.tv  ih.it  causes  such  pain  -  it's  die 
sexual  reprcs.MOTi.Sull  hAmd,  I  m  "  t- .  v;.  I,  ,wn  this  n  i.id  make  surt;  -  actually  you  should  be 
giving  me  adviCL,  Un  i,  !<  i\x    ,i  h.mk  rk  ldr' 


school  I,,, 
abs(iluKl\  1, 


9)  Us  Hi  n  hii.;h  ^lIi'ioI  anvTTiorc. 

I'L.iuiilul  thing  ;ibout  univcrsit)'  is  that  Lvcnihinu  rhiic  niude  you  uncool  in  iiigh 
I.I  rL.i,li!i^,likinM  an  ("ilms,  Ixini;  snurr)  r.  j  pLrk.jr  .issli  on  campus.  Tlie  fact  is, 
..n,  inMnivcr^m  M^.  .in- to  InvL  von  iIk' v,■,,^  \.  .ur  hi;/ii  .Jio,,!  Rnfilish  tcacherdid 

-an,!  ,ii  iIm~  -...1m.m|  ,v>.n',.u.  Miun>,       i  i..  v  n  <  .  .n  I  I  >li  ^.,,s  |ust      much  of  .m  ovcr- 

achicu  ,  .1^  v..n  Mill,  „,  ,,  ...  ...  ,1,,,,  .   ,1,,,.,  ,  n„.  ,  ,n-ironmLnr  ..ill.Av.  vmi  io  srcp 

OUCskk  M,Nr  nM,n,.,l     „  u|,  .m-n  uno  .,  ,„  I  I i  nciul  .,11  ih.  p,,,pk  rh.ii  )-n..,ni  ijirl     li.  > -,niukcd 

cigaruiL-s.,n  s.  I  p,-,.,,,  ,m,   I,|,,  ■  I  ,  -      h.in^nui  .v.ih.  ,s, ,  f.,,- ;  Ix^  ■,  .,,  I  I,,.,,,  proudlv 

attended  . I      , v\\,,r-.  I)  Mu,.  I  ■,,     ,  ,u,>l  ,  .^m-i  .miL-d  s.-vcr;ikonvL-rsjnon.       .      l..,uii-,  ,,1  m;i-ic 
Cards,  prog-rock,  and  I.imuIui  -  -  .id.  I  i  Ik  „.  ,nr  ^..id.  of  die  bLtter  momLni-;  i  Vt- e.Mpcrienced- 
What  I  ihiiil.  I  hU         .ii>.uii  uiiiv  i.iMtv  i'v  the  opportunin' II  .L-ivcs  yrm  n.  step 
outside  v..nr..v,n  p.c,r  |.h  l-i  m-ih -,  \W  ^ihilitv  it  -ives  voy  ro  ltow  Into  the  kind  <>t 

8 person  vouvv  mh  i  .,iIu  r  i  lu,  i  vvI,m  \ ,  „,  [>n  .,.-n,.,  I  vouia.II  .i^  ,i,  Grade  12.Vou 

get  todlso.sei-wl,n^,,ur..Llh        1     nKcUi,- i  inle  range  .  .1  people,  and  best  of 


all  you  get  to  choose  your  own  friends,  rather  than  associating  with  the  same  people  you've 
spent  die  majority  of  your  adokscence  with.  Suddenly  things  you  didn't  want  to  admit  ()'es  I 
was  president  of  die  AV  dub,  I  do  play  the  trumpet. !  did  buy  diis  shirt  second-hand)  become 
things  you  want  to  contribute.  And  that's  a  beautiful  thing.  I'd  like  to  thinlt  that  university  is  for 
everyone  who  in  Grade  1 !  was  afraid  to  admit  thai  they'd  rather  read  a  book  than  get  drunk.  Bur 
of  course,  prom  queens  have  to  learn  too. 

1 0)  Everything  ch-mges  -  and  that's  a  good  doing.  IHH 
i-Iey,  if  anything  -  after  all  die  money  I've  spent  this  year  (sonic  rif  it  on  really  greSr 
clodics  dioufjh),  after  the  scar  1  got  on  my  lower  stomricb  from  accidentallv  pounng.i  w  h(.k  pot 
of  boiling  water  onto  my  tup,  after  all  the  lectures  and  missed  classes  and  seminar  tliscussions 
-at  least  1  can  say  satisfactorily  that  I  am  nor  the  snnu-  person  !  w.is  wlieri  tny  finiih'  sed.3n  slowly 
crept  up  St.  George  and  I  tearfully  confessed  thai  I  was  nhaid  th.ii  I  w  .isn'i  .uoiii.ii  ie>  makL  .iny 
fnends.  I've  made  it  dirough,  meeting  a  lotof  i^reat  people  lobooi,  Tve  read  Plato's  Republic; 
I've  effectivciy  anaiy^ed  the  formal  properties  of  (  niA-n  Kane.  And.  after  all  die  incessant 
fantasies  ofwhat  I  chonghc  Univtrsiry  life  would  be  like,  aller  all  the  hair  pulling  and  nail  biting 
and  guidance  appointments  -  how  did  it  live  up  to  my  (:i)ways)  overreaching  expectations?  Now 
that  I  think  about  it  all:  pretty  damn  closely. 

i'S:  I  have  lost  mv  ciiiklhood  teddy  bear  Lawrence,  whom  i  have  had  since  before  1  was  born 
somewhere  in  d  ie  \  irinit-\-  of  the  Innis  Residence.  L:iwrL-nce  w;is  last  seen  wearing  a  red  sweater 
i-ejdin,i;"BelieM/',  .11  id  liav  brown  fur.  If  anyone  is  .twarc  of  his  u  hereabouts,  please  feel: "  '  ' 
email  the  Innis  I  k  r.ikl  .11  suhnii[@inmsbcraid.tL  .\nv  mfomianon  will  be  generously 
-  widi  inst.int  outnie-al  packets  in  brjth  die  peaches  .^nd  cream  and  maple  sugar  varict)'.  Thank 
you  \  er\'  niueh  and  see  you  next  year  Herald! 
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Untitled 

by  Joshua  Pineda 

bathed  in  the  half-light 

of  the  silky  jungle's  gloaming 

the  half-light  of  breaths  and  rusdes 

breaths  and  whispers 

his  mouth  pressed  to  her  ear 

whispering  mellifluous  yearnings 

those  pleas,  once  silent, 

now  unloosed 

pleas  to  follow  him 

down  the  broad,  beaten  path 

to  the  nowhere 

where  the  trees 

bear  golden  fruit 

the  overripe  promise 

a  promise  to  please 

pleas  to  surrender 

surrender  to  him 

piece  by  piece 

pleas  to  please 

"please  baby,  please" 

while  she  whispers 

"for  shame  poppi 

poppi  for  shame" 


The  weather  and  the  walls 
by  Jennifer  Charles 

I  have  lots  of  little  boxes 

And  I'd  like  to  put  them  on  display 

A  muJdplicity  of  voids  within  a  vacuum 

Ma)'  have  a  layering  effect, 

Perhaps  soften  these  telendess  walls 

Because  the  world  is  oudined  in  black  today 

And  tomorrow  I'm  sure  to  miss  a  blue  one 

Vt-Tiile  I'm  in  my  dark  green  box  with  the  blinds  shut 

Wishing  you  and  I  were  as  thick  as  trees. 


Surmise 

by  Janice  Chu 


It's  tragic  how  we  stand  so  close  together 
Yet  speak  so  far  apart 

It  hurts  to  know  that  we  have  so  much  to  say 

Yet  separate  ourselves  with  fear 

It's  funny  how  you  wrote  me  a  note 

And  I  wrote  you  the  same  note, 

But  mine  with  my  name  signed  on  the  bottom 

Attached  with  a  licUe  bit  more  consolation 

It  can't  be  true  that  you  looked  right  into  my  eyes 

While  you  held  my  hand  longer  than  I  expected  you  to 

I  can't  be  sure  if  I  told  you  I  felt  sad 

And  you  shunned  me  suddenly  by 

Saying  so  severely  that  you  don't  care 

Sensing  how  you  forgot  all  about  being 

So  sad  alone  in  autumn 


Photos  by  Ahreum  Han 
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limited  colour 

by  Kaitlin  Bardswich 

it's  so  hard, 

so  powerful, 

the  sobbing 

like  i'm  trjing  to  get  the  sadness 

out. 

but  it  won't  budge. 

like  the  stubborn  teenager  i'm  supposed  to  be. 
but  haven't  been 

at  least  not  since  Death  entered 

my  world. 

U  n'y  a  pas  de  couleur  maintenant 

that's  the  phrase  that  circles  In  my  head 

over 
and 

over 

and  over  again, 
like  a  melodic  funeral  chant 


sporadic  are  my  thoughts 


as  i  fall  intoaresdess 


sleep. 


and  I  remember  that 


sometimes  i  cry  tears  of  amber. 


of  nightmares  disguised  as  past  dreams. 


sometimes, 
somedmes... 


Traces  of  tragic  myth  in 

A  Midsummer  Night's  Dream 

Joshua  Pineda 


She  stands 
At  the  threshold 
Of  the  forest 
An  expectant  gaze 
Inutile  hopes 

Residue  of  her  lover's  words 
Carried  dirough  nights  and 
Whispered  through  walls 
The  cracks  of  a  love  sdll  bom 

(She  bears  an  asphodel 

Flower  of  the  dead 

The  furore's  only  promise. 

There  will  be  no  fair)'  magic  this  night 

No  comic  intervendon 

No  play  for  the  rude  mechanicals) 

These  moments  are  the  threshold 

Ends  of  all  bliss 

Before  the  madness 

And  the  lion 

And  the  mulberry  bush 
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Glass  Waste 
by  Alex  Rotstein 

My  breath 

Bellows  soundlessly  across  the  grass 

Slithers,  motionless,  across  the  sharpness  of  the  field. 

Wridiingin  frustradon. 

The  wind  moans  through  my  consciousness 

As  I  lay,  wide  awake. 

Waiting  for  my  demons  to 

Wake  me. 

Overtake  me. 

Crouched  in  the  back  of  the  trees  in  my  mind 
Tunneling  through  to  the  surface  of  the  planet. 
The  lightening  erupts  from  my  head  and 
Makes  my  hair  stand  on  end  like 

Snakes,  pni'^nnnus,  sf>fi 

Defanm  .1  jml  |>iu     i-inii\l\  useless  as  they  dance 

To  the  ^in.rt ',L|i.i^  lurj-'inulc  <<(  silence. 

The  impotent  noisi;k  ssnL-.>  .  if  noriiinj;  to  say. 

1  have  said  ever\'thing  .ind  Ic  t  i  piccus  of  me  shattered  at  your  feet. 
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Creation  According  to 
Darwin 

Joshua  Pineda 

The  Englishman  sits 

On  a  food-court  bench 

Cross-legged,  packing  away 

The  nib  pen  and  notebook 

His  sketches  of  finches 

And  papers  on  the  depth  of  time 

Happily  viewing  the  crowds  of  shoppers 

He  has  explained  it  all 
Unveiled  the  last  mystery 
Rendering  the  world  immodest 
Obscene 

Leaving  Gods  and  Devils  alike 
Scattered  in  his  wake 


He  waits 

And  watches 

As  we  all  become  apelike 

Simian  and  luminescent  forms 

Roving  in  troops 

Bathed  in  the  pastel-hued  kitsch 

Of  our  preposterous  neon  landscape 


vPisoriented 
By  Janice  Chu 


This  photo  by  Stephanie  Silvetman 

Untitled 

by  Jennifer  Charles 

Britde  plasdc  cackles 

Scuttle  into  comers 

And  cower  in  collective  secrecy 

Pointing  long,  thin  fingers 

Toward  a  whisper 

Frail  and  silver}' 


Crying  out  for  you 

And  finding  it  hard  to  deal  with  my  senses 
Cuts —  why  not,  they  will  never  know 
Or  intimately  care 

And  they  will  always  turn  away  and  think 
Of  you  as  one  more  moronic  fool 

In  hope,  in  vain,  in  dreadful  shame 

In  lines  that  run  on  forever 

Without  any  residing  destination 

Unfortunate 

Misplaced 

Yet  in  awe 


Passing 

by  Janice  Chu 


I've  grown  innocendy  enough  not  to  care 

Any  longer  for  the  sailboats  that  pass  by  my  window 

I  love  so  much 

When  will  I  be  aware  of  something  else,  or  at  most  with  an- 
other? 

Left  behind  once  more  in  the  condition  of  visionary'  content- 
ment 

Waves  heUo  and  in  the  end  laces  nearly  touch  stillness  seen  today 

Now  its  torturous  pain  of  the  swelling  goodbye 

Knowing  that  never  will  it  happen  with  enough  to  actually  feel 

Delivers  a  fake  note  between  the  sheets  and  hardcover  books 

Notice  the  way  he  smiles  and  creates  an_expression  for  his  words 

All  too  far  on  the  other  side  of  the  glass 

I  reach  out  for  just  a  moment 


Arms  around  and  touching 
Closed  eyes  and  dreaming 
Pretending  only  is  better 
Reatit)'  too  ugly 
And  it  seems  too  slow 

Renew  somehow  for  relief 

Sores  upon  the  next  door  that  opens 

This  time  tears  are  big,  like  thick 

Red  ink  that  is  too  used 

For  anything  but  your  love 

False  heart  with  breathing 

Bt-ating  and  nothing  else 

Thinkini;  rh.n  it  would  he  easy  enough  to  mo 

On  I'n  im  smi  ikt- 

Par.ilwcd  in  snmcthing  that  was  thought 
Alread)'  escaped 
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An  Evening  With  Jasper  Flat 
Carly  T.W.  Chemyse  interviews  the  fabled  Innis  ban 


"I  wrote  tJiis  one  in  the  shower,"  the  voice  on 
the  microphone  echoes  through  sporadic  audience 
cheers.  "I  ran  through  the  house  in  the  nude  with  suds 
in  my  hair  to  get  to  a  guitar."  TTiis  doesn't  hjppt- n  d.iilv, 
but  the  song  \vridng  does.  The  voice  belongs  tu  a  palc 
lookmg,  t\vent)'-year  old  holding  a  white  Fender  imita- 
tion guitar.  To  his  right,  stands  a  taller,  sturdier  fellow 
with  a  similar  guitai;  a  real  Fender  {^^cxican).  I  am  watch- 
ing a  video  rendition  of  Temptations  on  my  computer, 
taped  live  in  October  at  The  Arbor  Rsom.  The  members 
of  Toronto's  JiiipirF/athave  experienced  what  they  call 
'a  m-nju/f  of  smrcTs'.  The  band  has  officially  recorded 
zero  of  their  catalogue  of  umpteen  originals  within  a 
professional  studio  setting.  However,  the  music  is  still 
getting  out.  Some  of  this  is  attributed  to  smalJ  samples 
of  fan  favourites  on  the  band's  website 
wwXKjasperflatcom;  the  rest,  according  to  bassist  Bryan 
Hanas,  "Is  the  audience." 

Jasper  Flat  has  seen  quite  the  variety  of  audi- 
ences. Beginning  in  fifty-percent  of  the  band's  home- 
town of  Alliston,  Ontario,  thty  have  plaj'ed  di\'e  bars, 
high  schools  and  family  functions.  "I  played  a  birthday 
party  once  because  of  the  band,"  recalls  IjTicist/gui  tarist 
Wesley  McCarthy,  "I  was  at  work  selling  sunglasses  at 
the  time,  and  a  customer  asked  me  why  I  had  three 
fingernails  painted.  I  told  her  that  I  was  in  a  band  and 


we  had  played  a  show  die  night  before.  We  ended  up 
getting  into  a  dispute  over  the  price  of  a  pair  of  glasses 
she  wanted.  I  told  her  that  1  would  sing  her  a  song  if  she 
would  pay  J?/)' price.  She  agreed  so  I  sang  her  Boss  DJ hy 
Sublime.  Not  only  did  she  buy  the  glasses,  but  she  and 
her  husband  asked  if  I  would  play  for  their  daughter's 
birthday.  I  said  yes  right  away  of  course,  then  asked  how 
old  she  was  turning.  They  said  diey  said  she  would  be 
'turning  five  next  month',  I  played  F/ire ]tu<]ues •about  five 
times.  And  The  Cat  Came  Back.  It  was  a  killer  part\'  let  nie 
tell  )'OU." 

The  buThday  part}'  offers  stopped  coming  in, 
bur  the  band  mo\'ed  along  to  their  post  as  House  Band  at 
Williams  Coffee  Pi/h  in  Barrie,  Ontario.  The  audiences  grew 
over  the  band's  months  tliere,  and  sang  along  with  tiie 
lyrics  and  bass  fills  during  acousdc  versions  Spnial Spots, 
Crop  It  Up,  and  usual  crowd  favourite  Ter//ptat/ons.  Con- 
tinuing ahead  with  a  volley  of  shows,  singer/guitarist 
Wes  McCarthy  headlined  an  evening  on  College  St.  at  T/jf 
Free  Times  Cafe.  The  band  made  appearances  at  the  fabled 
I/in/s  Ri'fidence  OpenAlic.  They  were  winners  of  three  con- 
secutive Battle  of  the  Bands  compedtions  throughout 
the  city  (Toronto's  Club  RocJdt,  Hart  House's  The  Ar- 
bor Room  and  U  of  T's  annual  Varsity  Stadium  Home- 
coming BOTB). 

"We  love  playing  live  most",  says  Bassist  Bryan 


Hanas.  However,  "This  isn't  enough.  Those  website 
samples."  he  tnals  off  and  regains  his  composure.  "We 
have  been  recording  with  [the  drummer]  Mike's  mini  disc 
and  a  Sony  condenser  mic.  Ail  one-takes,  no  multi-track- 
ing, just  the  band  depending  on  each  other."  "It  has  been 
a  kind  of  rough,  Tom  Waitsian  oudook,"  says  Lyricist/ 
Guitarist  Wesley  McCarthy,  "We  play  everything  we  are 
able,  record  it  all  in  one  big  room  and  do  it  again  if  we 
have  to."  adds  Hanas,  "It  was  kind  of  a  gamble  to  put 
this  kind  of  stuff  on  the  website  because  it's  far  from 
studio  quality.  I  talked  to  Wes,  we  tossed  around  the  idea 
as  a  band,  and  we  decided  diat  a  suh-par  something  is 
better  than  a  high-quality  nothing."  (1  have  downloaded 
the  samples  and  no,  diey  are  not  high-quality  and  not 
really  representative  of  the  band's  talent.  But  the  people  I 
ha\'e  talked  to  all  say  they  will  take  what  they  can  get.) 

Tht  band's  fliture  is  looking  more  than  opti-;:; 
mistic.  Aside  from  playing  a  hit  show  at  the  KA  Fratim^B 
on  March  S'"',  the  band  will  make  an  appearance  dCTll^?! 
Innis  Fasliion  Show  on  March  13'''.  Drummer  Michael 
"Kicks"  Thomson  has  become  increasingly  dedicated  to 
thejasper  Flat  cause  as  of  late:  his  'ex-bandmates'  in  The 
Mourning  After  side  project)  are  "mourning"  after 

Mike  decided  to  quit  the  band.  "Its  not  that  my  old  band 
wasn't  talented,  it's  just  that,  well... ok  so  they  were  not 
really  talented  at  all. 

...Continued  on  Page  1 5 


KA5ABIAN 


Not  Just  Another  U.K. 
Rock  Band 

Michael  Decicco  on 
Kasabian's  self-titled  debut 
album 

Kasabi  an 
hails  from  Leicester, 
England,  but  is  not 
just  anodier  U.K.  rock 
band.  Named  after 
Charles  Manson's  get- 
away driver  Lindii 
Kasabian,  the  band 
creates  a  sound  that  is 
quite  unique.  Front 
man  Tom  Meighan 
provides  harmonious 
vocals  that  compliment  the  upbeat  electronic  compositions. 

After  a  quick  listen  I  didn't  think  much  of  the  band. 
They  seemed  like  a  topical  band  out  of  the  emerging  UK.  pop/ 
rock  scene.  Usterung  more  carefully.  I  realized  the  disk  was  much 
better  than  I  originally  thought.  Akin  to  one  of  my  favorite 
artists,  Dj  Shadow,  the  electronic  dub  beats  are  prevalent,  esca- 
lating as  the  album  progresses. 

The  first  half  of  the  album  is  saturated  with  fast- 
paced  catchy  tracks  that  are  rather  simple,  while  the  latter  half 
draws  more  on  the  electronic  element  of  the  group  as  the  ambi- 
ent Synth  washes  are  heard  in  die  background.  1  personally  pre- 
fer die  second  half,  where  die  band  lyric:i!ly  resembles  Chris 
Corner  of  Sneaker  Pimps  and  musically  parallels  a  hybrid  of 
Garbage  and  Radiohead. 

Kasabian  unquestionably  delivers  a  concrete  debut  al- 
bum that  will  acquire  major  media  attention.  The  first  single, 
"Qub  Foot,"  already  has  a  video  airing  on  MTV  and  the  debut 
went  Top  5  on  the  QIC's  album  chart.  The  album  becomes 
available  on  March  8  in  the  U.S.  and  is  already 
_  regulariy  priced  in  Canada.  Expect  to  hear  the 

name  Kasabian  frequendy  in  the  near  future  as 
they  receive  more  North  American  exposure. 


T  Cells/Fast  Forward  Split 

Jasmine  Landau  investigates  another  Three-One-G 
mystery 


T  Cells  and  Fast  Forward  put  together  their  demos 
to  create  this  unnamed  split  CD.  It  came  in  the  form  of  two 
3-inch  CDs,  including  the  tj'pically  strange  artwork  for  which 
San  Diego  label  Slgfs  bands  are  notorious.  Every  rime  I  hear 
another  31g  release,  my  opinion  of 
them  gets  a  iitde  more  skewed  -  and 
this  offering  wasn't  much  help.  The 
T  Cells  side  starts  off  with  "De- 
formed", a  quiet  song  with  phased 
vocals  over  minimal  and  warbling 
beats.  It  has  a  kind  of  subliminal 
attractive  force,  as  does  die  whole  of 
rhe  demo.  The  second  track,  "Finger 
in  the  Socket"  is  a  Htde  faster,  but 
just  as  warbley  and  weird.  It  vaguely 
reminds  me  of  the  Faint's  Dame  Ma- 
cabre mixed  with  lo-fi  Add  N  to  (X) 
. .  .with  maybe  ajello  moid  for  good 
measure.  Following  tracks  are  slightly 
dancy  but  retain  that  weird  phased 
effect  and  scatter}'  home-made  beats. 
Fast  Forward  had  already  released  this  demo  in  2001  under 
the  name  Live  In  Afrika,  and  their  side  is  way  more  upbeat 
and  together.  It  impressed  me  right  off  the  bat  with  cohe- 
sive melody  and  interesting  dual  vocals  hidden  beneath  the 


electronic  melody.  The  songs  continue  to  remain  on  the  lo-fi 
side  of  electronic  dance,  but  are  interesting  to  listen  to  and 
seem  to  convey  a  point  about  racial  conflict  in  the  modern 
world.  Not  unlike  a  tamer  Primal  Scream,  it's  interesting  try- 
ing to  distinguish  the  different  lay- 
ers that  are  added  to  each  song.  Fast 
Forward  seems  to  have  much  more 
to  express,  incorporating  electronic 
blast-beats  and  reverse -looped  vo- 
cals into  the  experimental  spree. 

This  entire  album  seems 
to  be  directed  towards  what  grind 
musicians  will  do  when  experiment- 
ingwith  eady  dance  music  machines 
-  they'll  mash  sound  down  into 
the  same  primal  form  as  other 
groups  and  keep  it  lo-fi  as  hell.  The 
Fast  Forward  side  of  ttiis  split  was 
far  more  enjoyable  than  the  T  Cells 
side  which  slid  along  through  bar- 
ren song  ideas  and  never  surfaced 
from  the  nonsense.  31g  continues  to  put  out  solid  albums 
alongside  weird  ones,  experimental  hardcore  alongside  funny 
noise  punk.  It  only  makes  one  wonder  what  they'll  think  of 
next.  


Arts&  EnteMmKM^ 


Nine  Short  Paragraphs  About  Don  McKellar 


...Continued  from  Cover 

Despite  being  just  4  credits  short  of  graduation,  McKellar  left  U 
of  T  to  pursue  a  theatre  career  as  a  playwright  and  actor. 

McKellar's  talents  eventually  came  to  the  attention  of 
director  Bruce  McDonald,  who  lured 
the  young  diespian  into  the  realm  of 
Canadian  cinema,  McKellar  wrote  the 
screenplay  for  McDonald's  1 989  film 
Roadkill,  and  also  hilariously  portrayed 
Russell,  the  would-be  Canadian  home- 
grown serial  killer.  Clever  and  highly 
entertaining  despite  its  small  budget, 
KoadkUl  won  the  Toronto-CityTV 
award  for  Best  Canadian  Feature,  and 
earned  McKellar  Genie  nominations 
for  Best  Screenwriter  and  Best  Sup- 
porting Actor.  McKellar  soon  collabo- 
rated with  McDonald  again  for  his 
1991  film,  Highway  67,  for  which  he 
both  wrote  the  screenplay  and  acted  in 
the  starring  role  as  Pokey  Jones,  the 
charismatic  barber.  The  McKellar-McDonald  combination  de- 
livered yet  another  witty  and  humourous  movie,  and  McKeUar 
received  Genie  nominations  for  Best  Screenwriter  and  Best  Ac- 
tor. The  Torontonian's  entry  into  Canadian  cinema  was  an  un- 
qualified success. 

Since  then,  McKellar  has  become  a  seemingly  ubiqui- 
tous fixture  on  the  Canadian  movie  scene.  Director  Peter  Lynch 
describes  McKellar  as  "a  multi-task  oriented  guy  with  so  many 
projects  on  the  go  that  it's  nund-boggling."  Indeed,  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  find  significant  people  in  Canadian  film  with  whom 
McKellar  hasn't  worked.  After  appearing  as  Tyler,  the  young 
censor,  in  Atom  Egoyan's  1991  film  The  Adjustor,  McKellar 
returned  in  the  more  substantial  role  as  gay  pet-shop  owner 
Thomas  Pinto  in  Egoyan's  incredible  1994  film.  Exotica. 
McKellar's  subtle  performance  in  Egoyan's  tale  of  intimac)',  pain 
and  loss  earned  him  a  well-deserved  Genie  Award  for  Best 
Supporting  Actor.  McKeUar  also  portrayed  the  world's  greatest 
game-designer  in  David  Cronenberg's  1 999  film  eXistenZ,  easily 
out-acting  Hollywood  pretty-boy  J  ude  Law  in  the  process. 

One  of  McKellar's  most  fiioiitfiil  collaborations  has,  un- 
doubtedly, been  with  Quebecois  director  Francois  Girard. 
McKellar  wrote  the  screenplay  for  Girard's  brilliant  1993  film, 
Thiriy-Tm  Short  Films  About  Glenn  Gould,  a  script  that  he  seemed 


destined  to  write.  "\3Chile  my  friends  were  listening  to  Pink 
Floyd,"  McKeUar  told  Take  One  magazine,  "I  was  in  my  base- 
ment, stoned,  listening  to  Glenn  Gould  with  the  lights  off." 

Beyond  winning  numerous  awards,  Short  Films 
was  given  the  rare  and  prestigious  honour  of 
being  parodied  by  an  episode  of  The  Simpsons 
(in  one  of  the  few  funny  episodes  of  the  later 
seasons).  Girard  employed  McKellar's 
screenwriting  talents  once  again  for  his  excellent, 
Academy  Award  winning  1 998  film.  The  R^d  Vio- 
lin. The  film  traces  an  acoustically  perfect  violin 
from  its  origins  in  Cremona,  Italy,  in  1 683,  to  its 
sale  at  an  auction  in  Montreal  in  the  present, 
detailing  its  journey  dirough  Vienna,  Oxford, 
and  Shanghai  along  the  way.  McKellar  portrays  a 
Canadian  antique  ex- 
pert, and  acquits  him- 
self quite  ably  along- 
side liis  American  coun- 
terpart, Samuel  L.  Jack- 
son. When  asked  whether  he  felt  in- 
tinaidated  by  the  fact  that  The  Red  Vio- 
lin was  playing  on  the  same  night  as 
Saving  Private  Ryan,  McKellar  could  only 
shrug:  "He's  fairly  well  known,  this 
Steven  Spielberg  character." 

Ra:endy  McKellar  has  emerged 
as  a  filmmaker  in  his  own  right  His 
1998  directorial  debut.  Last  Night,  a 
fiinny  but  also  very  deep  and  evocative 
film  about  the  end  of  the  world,  won 
widespread  international  acclaim,  vnn- 
ning  the  Prix  de  la  Jeunneuse  at  the 
Cannes  Film  Festival  and  the  Claude 

Jutra  Award  at  the  Genies.  Whereas  other  films  about  a  nearing 
apocal)'pse  deal  with  die  issue  in  insipid  or  violent  manners 
(Armageddon  would  seem  to  be  the  most  horrendous  offender), 
the  world's  end  draws  everyone's  relationships  into  focus  in 
McKellar's  film.  McKellar  plays  the  lead  role  as  Patrick,  a  wid- 
ower who  wishes  to  die  alone  while  thinking  of  his  wife  and 
listening  to  music  that  holds  symbolic  importance  to  him.  His 
plans  are,  however,  unexpectedly  complicated  by  his  encounter 
with  a  stranded  woman,  played  by  Sandra  Oh  of  Sideways  fame. 


who  desperatel)'  seeks  to  reunite  widi  her  husband  (acted  by  no 
less  than  David  Cronenberg).  All  of  the  film's  characters  react 
differendy  to  their  impending  death;  one  of  Patrick's  friends 
spends  his  final  hours  with  numerous  paramours,  arguing  wryly 
diat,  "if  you're  going  to  be  going,  you  might  as  well  be  com- 
ing." Despite  its  darkly  comedic  aspects,  however.  Last  Night 
seems  to  be  a  fairly  serious  and  very  compelling  examination  of 
human  relationships. 

McKellar's  second  and  most  recent  film,  Childstar,  was 
first  screened  at  die  2004  Toronto  International  Film  Festival, 
and  was  released  Into  theatres  in  January  of  this  year.  The  film 
follows  the  events  surrounding  a  young  American  child  actor, 
Taj'lor  Brandon  Burns,  who  arrives  in  Canada,  ironically  enough, 
to  shoot  a  "patriotic  as  shit"  Hollywood  action  film  entided  The 
First  Son.  Burns  soon  meets  Rick  Schiller,  a  struggling  Canadian 
filmmaker  and  lirao-driver,  portrayed  by 
McKeUar,  and  dieir  lives  become  intertwined 
for  die  duration  for  the  film's  production- 
Jennifer  Jason  Leigh  appears  as  Bums'  para- 
sitic modier,  while  Dave  Foley  deLvers  a  hi- 
larious performance  as  the  film's  cynical  pro- 
ducer. Boasdngadiabolically  witty  script  and 
a  cleverly  cheeky  directing  style,  Childstaris 
ultimately  a  biting  satire  of  American  popu- 
lar culture,  which  willfully  sacrifices  the  lives 
of  children  -  purportedly  its  most  precious 
resource  -  for  the  sake  of  its  entertainment. 

As  a  final  note,  McKelkr  can  also  be  seen 
on  television.  His  collaboration  with  Bruce 
McDonald  in  1998  and  2000  produced  two 
seasons  of  the  cult  classic  CBC  television 
series  Twitch  City,  which  one  Australian  film 
otitic  even  named  the  greatest  television  show 
of  all  time.  Political  junkies  (such  as  myself) 
wiU  recogni2e  McKellar  as  one  of  the  Prime  Minister's  top  advi- 
sors from  the  CBC  mini-series,  Tn/dea/i.  More  recentiy,  McKellar's 
bombastic  performance  as  a  pretentious  theatre  director  brings 
some  much-needed  relief  from  Paul  Gross'  atrocious  acting  in 
Showcase's  Slings  and  Arrows.  McKellar  is  also  working  on  a 
screen  adaptation  of  Jose  Saramago's  Nobel  Prize  winning  novel 
Blindness.  On  behalf  of  the  Innis  Herald,  I  would  like  to  wish 
the  best  of  luck  to  our  screenwriter-in-residence  in  all  of  his 
future  endeavors. 


?0° 


•  0 


Cuff  the  Duke 
Rachel  Farquharson  on  Life  Stories  for  Minimum  Wage 


Don't  you  love  success  stories  of  townies  making  it  in 
the  big  city?  Cuff  the  Duke  (CTD),  straight  out  of  the 
backstreets  of  Oshawa,  Ontario,  is  the  result  of  just  one  of 
those  stories.  At  first  listen,  lead  singer  Wayne  Petri's  voice 
has  an  air  of  Thom  York-esque  style  about  it  In  fact,  I 
would  have  described  CTD  as  a  melange  of  Radiohead  vo- 
cals and  Tlie  Sadies  beats  had  I  not  listened  to  the  album 
half  a  dozen  times  before  writing  this  review.  The  four  boys 
from  CTD  actually  have  a  distinct  sound  that  is  quite  refresh- 
ing and  earnest,  with  mere  liints  of  bands  like  The  Skj'diggers, 
The  Sadies  and  a  tiny  bit  of  early  Radiohead.  Although  the 
band  might  do  weU  to  incorporate  a  Utde  more  content  into 
their  lyrics,  the  melodies  are  well  composed  and  easy  to  sing 
along  to,  whether  diilling  at  the  library  or  malting  fart  bubbles 
in  the  bath  at  home  (I  know  you  all  do  it).  CTD's  debut 
album,  Life  Stories  for  Minimum  Wage,  reminded  me  im- 
mediately of  the  2004  Indie  film,  Gardep  State,  because  It  is 
clear  that  die  theme  of  both  is  a  sort  of  nostalgia  reached 
when  one  has  left  home,  only  to  return  and  find  that  things 


will  never  be  the  same.  This  emotion-  let's  call  it  regretful  wist- 
fiilness  -  is  probably  something  that  most  of  the  twenty-some- 
things at  U  of  T  can  relate  to.  Luckily,  instead  of  taking  our 
resdessness  out  on  our  roommates  or  significant  others,  we  can 
be  comforted  in  die  fact  diat  someone  else  has  vocalized  our 
twenty-year-old  frustrations  for  us. 

CTD  perfomied  recentiy  in  Ottawa  widi  The  Frontier 
Index,  another  up  and  coming  indie  band  that  I  have  had  the 
pleasure  seeing  in  concert.  For  now,  bodi  bands  are  working  on 
pulling  together  Canadian  tours,  which  means  that  you  will 
most  likely  have  an  oppormnit)'  to  check  out  Canadian  talent 
very  soon.  CTD  is  also  putting  out  a  second  record  this  year, 
probably  within  the  next  two  months.  So,  if  you  would  like  to 
give  this  band  a  go,  I  tecommend  going  to  their  website: 
www.cuffthedukccom,  and  having  a  listen  to  one  of  their  cracks 
(Hobo  Night  Stalker  is  good  for  a  first  taste  of  CTD).  Keep  an 
eye  out  for  this  promising  band  in  the  near  future,  because 
Canadians  have  a  lot  to  say,  and  young  Canadians  have  even 
more. 
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^^fip^^ntertainment 


Shakespeare  in  Legwarmers 

Christine  Creighton  reviews  A  Midsummer  Night's  Dream. 


with  a  Rocl<in '  80s  Theme 


When  Shakespeare  wrote  A  Midsummer  Night's  Dream, 
he  probably  didn't  expect  it  to  be  performed  in  tiger-striped 
sweater-dresses,  plastic 
bangles,  ripped  jeans  and 
sneakers.  Nonetheless,  In 
the  Moment  Productions' 
rendition  of  the  play  took 
Shakespeare's  comedic  flare 
and  added  its  own  1980s 
twist. 

I'm  not  going  to  lie,  I 
was  a  littie  skeptical  about 
seeing  a  Shakespearean  play 
enacted  to  the  sounds  of 
Purpk  Rain  and  99 
WVB^^^^^^P  Liiflbailons.  But  from  the  ' 
moment  the  fair  Hippolyta 
walked  on  stage  in  her  red 
minidress,  dragging  on  a  cigarette,  I  was  strangely  intrigued  for 


The  Waking  Eyes 
IVlichael  Decicco  on  Video 
Sound 


As  1  sit  here  writing  this  review  and  listening  to  The 
Waking  Eyt-s'  second  album,  I  wond;jr  where  I  have  bct-n.  I 
remember  hcanng  the  smglt  '■\X''atch  Your  Moncv"  on  the 
radii)  nnd  thinkm;;  nothing  of  it. 'Now  that  1  have  the  album, 
I  realize  wh;it  I  have  Ix-cn  mis.sing. 

[  'idm  Sotwd\i'An  excellent  album  from  start  to  Finish 
;.s  1  Ik.  W  .ikiuu  E.ves  produce  genuine  rock  and  roll.  Found- 
ing nieml)LTS  Matt  Peters  and  Myron  Schulz  formed  the 
group  because  of  the  coincidental  break  up  of  each  of  their 
respective  bands.  Independentiy  producing  their  first  album, 
Loiv  and  Witt,  the  Winnipeggers  drew  critical  acclaim  from  the 
indie  music  scene. 

From  tlh'  hit  track  "Watch  Your  Money"  to  my  persona/ 
favorite  'Takin' the  Hani  Wir(",  this  album  is  incndibk.  Vie  hand 
draws  on  sounds  Jrom  the  Realms  and  Pink  Floyd  as  mil  as  adding  a 
very  dislitidive  touch.  Video  Sound  jian-kssiy  progresses  as  the 
band  becomes  expenmental  wilhout  sounding  discordant.  In  addition 
io  the  usual  ffiiiar,  drums  and  vocals,  tk  hand  utili^s  a  keyboard 
and  horvs  in  many  of  their  tracks,  remimscenl  of  the  a'ell  known 
group  Cake. 

I  could  write  about  The  Waking  Eyes  for  much  longer 
but  I  would  rather  return  to  listening  to  the  album.  If  you 
art  a  rock  fan.  starving  for  something  new,  but  are  tired  of 
listening  to  many  of  the  modem  bands  that  border  various 
genres,  I  highly  recommend  you  give  this  album  a  listen;  you 
definitely  won't  regret  it 


reasons  that  I  couldn't  quite  identify.  The  next  scene  only  fur- 
thered my  enthusiasm,  when  a  tattooed,  pierced,  and  half-naked 
Oberon  emerged  on  the  set.  I  suddenly  began  to  feel  optimis- 
tic. . .  is  everyone  this  inspired  by  Shakespeare? 

The  script  remained  unchanged,  with  the  exception  of 
the  occasional  hip-hop  intrusion  from  Tlie  Mechanicals  and  some 
modern  ad-libbing  (Hermia:  I'm  saving  myself  for  marriage, 
dumbass!).  Ericka  Skirpan's  direction  emphasized  the  wide 
humour  of  the  text,  and  the  acting  was  of  such  a  caliber  that  a 
sophisticated  set  and  lavish  props  were  unnecessarj-. 

Maybe  Shakespeare  wouldn't  agree  with  me,  but  despite 
the  outrageous  '80s  theme,  this  production  ofv4  Midsummer 
Night's  Dream  seemed  to  capture  its  purpose.  Normally  1  wouldn't 
advocate  an  '80s  revival,  but  in  this  case  I'll  make  an  exception. 


ilVIcEnroe  and  Birdapres,  Nothing  Is  Cool 
■Ryan  Hardy  gives  a  double  thumbs  down 


The  other  day  I  joked  to  my  brother  that  I  should  apply  to  be 
the  token  white  member  of  Dipset.  He  didn't  even  laugh: 
"They'd  never  let  a  white  guy  in;  that'd 
be  terrible." 

Viewed  in  the  light  of  our  post- 
Co  Flow,  post-Etninem,  post-Jentina 
age,  my  brother's  remark  could  seem 
narrow-minded,  or  "ig'nant,"  racist, 
even.  Doesn't  he  know  that  the  dark  days 
of  Vanilla  Ice  are  behind  us?  Nowadays 
rap  music  is  a  glorious  worldwide  part)' 
in  which  all  races,  creeds,  and  genders 
unite  to  celebrate  the  mythical  "Four 
Elements"  of  hip-hop. 

Fuck  that.  After  listening  to  Not/y- 
ing  Is  Cool,  yet  another  release  from 
Canada's  Peanuts  and  Corn  label  (re- 
member Josh  Martinez?  Fermented 

Reptile?  No?),  I'm  more  inclined  to  agree  with  my  brother  than 
ever.  The  white  man  has  lost  his  right  to  get  on  the  mic.  We  can 
thank  McEnroe  and  Birdapres  for  finally  pushing  white  men 
over  the  edge  {well,  technically,  I'd  blame  Northern  State,  but 
they're  girls). 

How  did  they  do  it?  They  began  with  a  serious  lack  of 
skill.  Both  McEnroe  and  Birdapres  rap  slowly,  as  if  they  are 


reading  their  lines  off  of  a  teleprompter.  Not  only  does  this 
help  create  a  cliched  throwback  vibe  I  could  do  without,  and 
have  been  doing  without  since  before  the 
days  of  Ugly  Duckling,  it  forces  the  listener 
to  pay  attention  to  what's  being  said.  This  is 
problematic.  There  are  rappers  who  can  get 
away  with  limited  content  because  they  have 
great  flow  Qim  Jones  springs  to  mind),  a  lot 
of  charisma  (Trick  Daddy),  or  just  good  beats 
(Guru).  Unfortunately,  McEnroe  and 
Birdapres  are  just  two  Canadian  nerds  with  a 
serious  Buck  65  fetish. 
TTie  less-than-dynamic  duo  also  make  their 
own  beats,  and  unfortunately  aren't  talented 
in  that  arena  either.  The  only  pleasure  one 
could  possibly  derive  from  listening  to  this 
exercise  in  mediocrit)'  comes  from  picking  out 
the  really  terrible  lines,  like  "known  crooks 
always  givin'  me  stoned  looks/Still  trying  to  find  John  Smith 
[one  of  their  Peanuts  and  Com  cohorts  with  an  appropriately 
bland  name]  in  the  phonebook."  It's  funny  because  it's  true, 
you  see.  More  than  anything,  McEnroe  and  Birdapres  are  simpl5' 
two  guys  who  never  should've  taken  up  rhyming;  some  people 
have  voices  that  are  suited  to  rapping,  and  some  people  don't. 
These  two  don't. 


What  I  did  on  a  Saturday  Night  in  Windsor 
The  Adventures  of  David  Marchese 
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We  went  inside  the  first  strip  club  we  saw.  The  music 
was  loud.  Depeche  Mode  was  pkiying  as  young  men  and  women 
of  all  colours  watched  the  naked  women  of  all  colours  dance. 
Progress  is  sweet. 

Sitting  by  the  stage,  mandatory  drink  in  my  hand,  I 
made  eye  contact  with  a  young  blonde  girl  and  waved  her  over. 
She  was  there  to  celebrate  a  friend's  birthday.  I  hit  on  her,  but 
lost  my  conversational  mojo  when  she  said  she  hated  A-rabs. 
She  was  an  American  girl  -  raised  on  promises. 

My  friends  Sean  and  Jeremy  were  the  first  to  go  for 
private  dances.  I  was  hesitant  Is  there  anything  more  emasculat- 
ing than  a  lap  dance?  Is  there  ever  a  larger  concentration  of  use- 
less erections  than  at  a  strip  club?  A  beautiful  woman  writhes  in 
your  lap,  and  all  you  do  is  sit  there  and  hope  the  song  that's 
playing  is  a  long  one.  She  finishes;  you  don't;  you  hand  her 
twenty  bucks  and  it's  over. 

Then  I  saw  her. 

The  dancer,  her  skin  the  colour  of  the  no-fet,  no-foam, 


two  sweetener  decaf  latte  I  always  order  at  Starbucks,  waited  for 
Sean  and  his  woman  to  leave  and  led  me  into  her  private  booth. 
Our  eyes  met  and  she  began  to  do  her  thing  I  slid  my  hand 
along  the  impossibly  smooth  skin  of  her  thigh  and  she  leaned 
in,  her  breasts  inches  from  my  face.  She  shifted  her  weight  on  my 
lap,  and  I  felt  her  warm  breath  on  my  ear  as  she  firmly  said, 
"you're  not  allowed  to  touch."  After  the  dance  was  done  I  asked 
her  what  it  would  take  for  me  to  sleep  with  her.  She  said  we'd 
have  to  have  met  somewhere  else.  Good  answer— damn  good. 
She  made  me  want  to  be  a  better  man. 

Outside  the  strip  club,  there  were  bloody  young  men, 
pizza,  pitas,  cops  and  cabs.  Groups  of  girls  walked  quickly  past 
groups  of  boys,  all  out  to  attract  each  other,  all  too  afraid  to  find 
out  what  might  happen  if  they  actually  did.  My  friends  and  I 
went  back  to  the  place  we  were  staying  and  watched  some  TV 
before  we  fell  asleep.  Windsor  is  an  interesting  place  to  spend  80 
bucks. 


Innis  ^f^^d 


I  don't  get  these  guys 

Joshua  Pineda  delves  into  the  mystery  of  "Burn  Rome  in  a 
Dream" 


On  first  inspecting  the  CD  case  of  the  new  Bum  Rome 
in  a  Dream  album,  True  if  Destroyed,  True  if  not  Destmyed,  I  was 
immediately  struck  with  the  mysteriousness  of  the  album's  cover 
picture  (it  appears  to  be  some 
sort  of  enigmatic  tree),  in  addi- 
tion I  was  baffled  by  the  extraor- 
dinarily large  words  and  para- 
doxical phrases  (such  as  "the 
band's  simultaneous  complex- 
ity and  clarity  is  eiegandy  articu- 
lated in  City  of  Million^'),  used 
in  the  press  pack  to  describe  the 
songs  on  the  album.  Desperate 
to  unravel  the  secrets  of  Burn 
Rome  in  a  Dream,  I  quickly 
popped  the  CD  into  the  player, 
sat  back  and  relaxed. 

To  my  pleasant  sur- 
prise, the  enigmatic  Tnie  If  De- 
stroyed, True  if  not  Destroyed 

turns  out  to  be  a  wonderful  listening  experience.  Burn  Rome  in 
a  Dream  (composed  of  local  indie  stars  from  bands  such  as  Sea 
Snakes,  the  Jim  Guthrie  band,  and  Rocket's  Red  Glare)  create 


finely  crafted,  delicate,  instrumental  pieces  by  weaving  togedier 
disparate  textures  of  sound  in  an  intricate,  sometimes  hypnotic, 
but  at  ail  rimes  beautifijl,  whole.  Tnie  if  Destroyed,  Tme  if  not 
Destroyed  begins  with  the  solid 
"Young  Lawyer"  and  holds  the 
same  stately  mood  throughout 
the  album  until  the  controlled 
chaos  of  "The  Better  G",  the  al- 
bum's stLinning  finale.  The  al- 
bum's high  point.  "Kelowna", 
features  a  gorgeous  guitar  riff, 
and  reaches  a  majestic  note  with- 
out becoming  overdone.  I'm 
still  no  closer  to  figuring  out 
what  the  picture  on  the  front 
cover,  the  album  name,  or  in  fact 
what  anything  associated  with 
this  album  means;  all  I 
can  tell  you  is  that  it's 
better  to  not  worry 
about  it.  True  if  Destroyed,  True  if  not  Destroyed  is  a 
beautiful  album;  just  sit  back  and  let  the  mysteries  of  it 
wash  over  you. 


Hollywood  Loves  Hershlag 

Meghan  Sbrocchi  takes  a  look  at  Natalie  Portman 


Described  as  free,  intelligent  and  stunningly  beautiful, 
Natalie  Portman  has  also  been  deemed  "die  new  Audrey 
Hepburn".  She  has  long 
since  been  loved  by  Star 
Wars  geeks  and  now  with 
her  recent  popularity  these 
admirers  are  becoming 
more  abundant.  Her 
quirky  role  in  Garden  State 
so  gready  contrasts  her 
character  as  an  exoric 
dancer  in  Closer&izt  the  re- 
lease of  these  two  films 
were  highly  publicized  as 
"defining  a  new  stage  in 
her  life  and  career",  and 
righdy  so. 

The  hot  and 
youthfiil  Natalie  Portman 
is  Hollywood's  latest  pride 
and  joy.  After  spending  1 3 
years  as  an  actress,  carefully 

selecting  notable,  diverse  roles,  in  addition  to  attaining  a  Harvard 
degree  (with  honours)  Portman  was  nominated  for  Best  Sup- 
porting Actress  at  this  year's  Academy  Awards.  She  has  already 


picked  up  tiie  Golden  Globe  for  the  same  category-  a 
sincere  surprise  considering  her  competition  included 
the  likes  of  Merj'l  Streep  and  Cate  Blanchett.  But 
was  it  really  a  surprise?  In  die  last  ^velve  months, 
Portman  has  graced  the  cover  of  Vogue,  Esquire  and 
EUe  magazines.  Her  articles  all  bare  a  similar  tone,  one 
that  accentuates  the  fact  that  she  is  a  Harvard  graduate,  a 
stellar  beauty  and  a  promising  actress.  She  is  hailed  for 
being  an  intellectual  and  a  humanitarian.  It  seems  as 
though  Portman  can  do  no  wrong.  The  only  thing 
Portman  seems  to  find  difficult  is  speaking  effectively 
into  a  microphone,  as  demonstrated  at  die  recent  Golden 
Globe  Awards, 

Fans  argue  that  Natalie  Portman  has  always  been 
an  object  of  excellence  and  resent  the  fact  that  she  is  now 
becoming  a  mainstream  celebrit)'.  Eindendy  rock  group 
Ozma  have  been  longtime  admirers,  as  they  released  a 
song  entided  'TMatalie  Portman"  on  the  1 999  album  Rock 
and  Roll  Part  Three. 

Both  men  and  women  adore  her,  yet  there  comes  a 
time  where  the  acclaim  for  Portman's  "impressive 
perfection"  can  become  irritating.  On  the  other  hand, 
witii  the  likes  of  Ashlee  Simpson  on  HoUj'wood's  CV  it's 
tough  not  to  highlight  a  celebrity  who  comes  with  the  added 
bonus  of  having  a  brain  -  among  other  things 


Never  Trust  a  Man  With 
No  Shirt  On 

Entertainment  advice  from 
Alim  Lalani 


The  Trailer  Park  Boys  is  the  greasiest  show  on  television 
(Showcase.  Wednesday  and  Sunday  nights).  You  can  get  ad\nce 
on  how  to  start  a  hoodless.  door-less  car  with  an  aerosol  spray 
and  how  to  not  wear  a  shirt. .  .ever.  Greasy  only  begins  to  de- 
scribe the  hilarious  antics  of  the  characters  diat  make  up  diis 
magnificent  entertainment.  Why  die  heck  would  you  want  to 
burn  precious  minutes  of  your  life  watching  this? 

•  Bubbles  -  the  self-described  "googly  eyed  bastard"  - 
makes  his  li\nng  stealing  wobbly  shopping  carts  from 
one  mall,  fixing  them  up.  and  selling  them  to  a  rival 
mall. 

•  While  on  trial  for  siphoning  gasoline,  Rickj'  manages 
to  convince  "your  majest;  '*  (i.e.  die  judge)  to  allow 
him  to  smoke  and  swear  in  court  while  representing 
himself  He  prompdy  manifests  tills  newfound  power 


by  flipping  off  tilie  prosecutor  and  demanding  his  last 
two  smokes. 

•  Julian's  retirement  plan,  "Freedom  35",  starts  with 
the  boys  having  to  steal  car  stereos  at  the  local  mall's 
parking  lot  while  wearing  tuxedos.  Says  Julian  to  the 
mall  cop:  "Do  you  really  think  two  guys  wearin'  suits 
would  be  stealing  car  stereos?" 

•  Duct  Tape  has  many  uses:  sling  for  broken  bones, 
shackles  to  kidnap  the  lead  singer  of  RUSH,  a  patch 
for  shirts  with  electrical  bums  or  fence  tears,  etc. 

•  Stolen  i.e.  "remarketed"  barbeques  can  be  liidden  un- 
derwater fi-om  the  police  using  water-wings  to  keep 
them  afloat.. .just  barely 

•  Your  local  veterinarian  Sam  Losco  can  treat  gunshot 
wounds.  Payment  in  the  form  of  a  stolen  ride-on 
lawnmower  is  accepted. 

Put  your  cool  pseudo-intellectuaUsm  aside  for  one  night  and 
gi\'e  it  a  try! 


An  Evening  With  Jasper  Flat 


...Continued  from  Page  12 

And  the  singer  cnukin'r  hold  much  of  a  nine,  but  he 
could  scream.  This  hccinn.-  j  pn  ihlcm  of  ica]ot,is\'  for  mc,  \X1icn 
I  heard  Wts  wjs  gcttinj^  hirrhdviv  part\'  j;igb..  I  figured  that  my 
screaming,  taifntUss  band  \\'as  notgreai  subject  matter  forbirtiv 
J;iys  or  church  suppers.  So,  a  year;uid  a  half  later,  I  quit." 
W'irii  theirncwly  dt\cited  Drummer  in  !o\v,j;i<;per  Flat  is  look- 
ing for\rard  to  finally  doing  some  studio  stuff  in  May.  How- 


ever, the  band  is  stiJl  making  somi 

Coiidiirl  Hirtwiiriii  dni'sda  is  an  alBum'o^'U  cif  TTtudent 
songs  i-ele.iscd  for  (dancer  tundr.iisini;,  Ciuirarisr  Trc\or 
W'iken  comments,  "It's  not  iibout  the  music  at  tlus  point. 
We  were  approached  to  submit  for  this  cause,  and  wc  all 
feel  that  tiiereis  nothing  we  would  radier  stipport.  Cancer 
is  a  disease  diat  can  affect  anyone  and  we  want  to  be  behind 


sing  money  to  help  rid  the  world  of  diis  horrible* 
disease.  Bur  jasper  Flat  is  much  more  rlian  just  s-iving 
livei,  lor  u^,  It's  really  jbout  the  music".  1  leartfelt.  If  any- 
one h.isn'f  iieard  of  jasper  Flat,  this  is  surely  a  testament 
that  you  will.  Please  \-isit  the  band  at  www.jasperflat.com. 


I^ij^JFIerald 


The  Assassination  of  Ricliard  Nixon:  as  mundane  as  Richard  Nixon  liimself 
According  to  Siqi  Zhu,  Sean  Penn  can't  get  his  act  together. 


The  Assassination  of  Richard  Nixon  is, 
upon  first  look,  a  movie  that  teethes  with  prom- 
ise and  creative  potential,  especially  in  light  of 
recent  successes  in  the  same  genre  —  let's  just 
call  it  "biopics  done  with  artistic  license"  —  such 
as  Monskr  and  Slander.  Critics'  darlings  Sean 
Penn  and  Naomi  Watts  pair  up  again  to  re- 
count the  story  of  Samuel  Byck,  who,  in  1 973 — 
when  Bin  Laden  was  still  courdng  blondes  in 
Beirut — conceived  the  now  infamous  plan  to 
Qy  an  airliner  into  the  White  House.  Sounds 
like  all  the  ingredients  for  a  tour  de  force,  huh? 
I  thought  so  too  undl  30  minutes  into  the 
movie,  when  anticipation  gave  way  to  laments- 
dons  over  how  this  first-rate  material  executed 
by  first-rate  talents  turned  out  to  be  the  hunk 
of  mundanity  that  it  is. 

Now  don't  get  me  wrong — as  much 
as  Assassination  fails  to  stand  up  to  expecta- 
tions, it  is  not  a  terrible  story:  Samuel  Byck,  a 
white  middle-aged  furniture  salesman  and 
waniiabe  tire  business  owner,  was  the  least  likely 
candidate  for  a  revolutionary.  Yet,  as  his  social 
incompetence  and  dogmatic  idealism  led  to  dif- 


ficulties with  his  career,  marital  life,  and  self 

esteem,  he  slowly  transformed 

into  a  deluded  sociopath,  bent 

on  viewing  the  world  as  where 

the  powerfiil  stomped  on  the 

disenfranchised  masses.  To  al- 
leviate this  "problem  with  the 

system",  he  took  it  upon  him- 
self to  destroy  the  root  cause 

of  it  all — Nixon  and  the 

White  House. 

Now  mosdy  anyone 

would  know  not  to  take  the 

movie  at  face  value,  and  the  im- 
ages of  Black  Panthers  and 
Americans  carpet- bombing 
VietNam  i^ii  Assassination m- 
sists  on  playing  time  and  again 
have  made  it  abundandy  clear. 
All  for  naught,  because  what- 
ever contemporary  political  rel- 
evance this  movie  attempts  at  is  sabotaged  by 
the  naivety  of  its  own  message.  That  our  so- 


layed  out  by  the  rich  and  powerful 
against  the  meek  and  bullied 
sounds  too  much  like  the  pass- 
ing fancy  of  some  higji  school 
student  and  not  at  all  like  the 
thesis  of  a  serious  political 
discussion. 

Wliich  in  many  ways 
undermines  Sean  Penn, 
whose  effort  to  gloss  over 
Byck  as  the  "littie  guys'  hero" 
seems  ridiculous  in  light  of 
Byck's,  well,  idiotic  riews  (I 
laughed  out  loud  when  Sam 
Byck  went  to  his  local  Black 
Panther's  office  to  give  advice. 
Zebra  Part)'  instead  of  the 
■fe^  \  Black  Panther  Party,  anyone?). 

X^fek       Further  straining  audience 
- — ■  ^  ^  ..^J    sympathy  is  Penn's  rather  me- 
diocre performance — by  his 
own  standards,  anyways.  One  can  almost  look 
through  Sam  Byck's  constant  stuttering/ fidg- 


ciety  and  the  worid  at  large  is  a  game  of  domi-       eting/ nervousness,  and  recall  Penn's  role  a  few 


years  ago  as  a  handicapped  father  in  2001 's  I  Am 
Sam. 

Assassination  works  better,  however, 
on  a  personal  level,  as  it  presents  the  nagging 
question  of  identity  and  a  potent  depiction  of 
our  collective  fear  of  anonymity.  How  would 
people  react  if  I  died?  Do  I  even  matter  to  any- 
one? Questions  like  these  are  bound  to  find 
resonance  in  volatile  times  such  as  ours,  just  as 
they  did  in  the  turmoil  of  the  70s.  Oddly  af- 
fecting are  the  film's  last  few  scenes:  as  Byck 
utters  to  himself  "A  man  is  remembered  by 
his  work"  and  coverage  of  his  hijacking  un- 
folds on  TV,  his  close  friend  and  his  wife  go 
about  their  daily  business  as  usual,  not  paying 
attention  to  what  they  thought  was  only  an- 
other act  of  madness  common  in  the  70's. 
Byck's  attempt  at  Nixon's  life,  it  turns  out, 
doesn't  even  so  much  as  disturb  Nixon's  daily 
schedule. 

And  just  as  Byck's  plane  never  even 
took  off,  Assassination  never  quite  got  its  own 
acts  together — in  the  end,  all  they  managed  to 
do  is  to  make  a  copycat  out  of  Bin  Laden. 


Shooting  the  Neighbourhood: 
Born  into  Brotliels  empowers  children  in 
Calcutta's  Red  Light  District,  says  Joel 
Elliott 


1  think  it's  safe  to  say,  whether  or  not 
the  general  film-going  public  acknowledges  it, 
thatcontempwrar)'  documentary  is  less  a  reposi- 
tory for  information  than  it  is  a  conduit  for  the 
documentarian's  views  on  the  world,  and  usu- 
ally, an  artistic  means  to  practical  ends.  Such  a 
conception  certainl)'  fits 
Bom  into  Brothels  —  a 
new  doc  where  pho- 
tographer Zana  Briski 
teaches  children  in  Cal- 
cutta how  to  use  a 
camera  -  and  I  can  only 
hope  films  like  this  will 
make  people  realize 
that  such  an  under- 
standing of  the  me- 
dium isn't  an  'aberra- 
tion', a  'manipulation', 
or  a  'deception'. 

In  many  ways 
Brothels  communicates 
the  power  of  the  cam- 
era in  influencing  its 
subjects,  its  viewers, 
and  by  consequence, 
sodety  at  large.  Having 
lived  in  Calcutta's  Red 
Light  District  for  sev- 
eral months,  photographer  Zana  Briski  decided 
to  turn  her  attention  to  the  children  who  lived 
in  the  neighbourhood,  mainly  sons  and  daugh- 
ters of  prostitutes,  pimps,  boodeggers  and 
drug  dealers.  She  manages  to  in- 
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terest  about  8-10  kids  in  the  camera,  and  so 
begins  a  lengthy  informal  'course'  in  photogra- 
phy. The  thinking  is,  beyond  the  opportunities 
that  it  may  afford  them  -  many  of  these  kids 
see  it  as  their  destiny  to  stay  in  the  neighbour- 
hood their  entire  lives,  following  in  their  par- 
ents' footsteps  -  that 
children  who  have 
never  known  anything 
else  will  be  best  able  to 
capture  its  essence  on 
camera. 

Documentary, 
much  like  humanitari- 
anism,  has  never  fully 
shaken  its  colonial  past, 
,  and  the  filmmakers  are 
bound  to  tread  on  un- 
stable ground  for 
breaching  the  stigma 
against  both  disci- 
plines. There's  no  ques- 
tion in  watching  the 
film,  however,  that  the 
children's  artwork 
which  the  film  show- 
cases at  various  inter- 
ludes, is  mediated 
through  Briski  and 
Kauffman.  Briski  is  persistent  in  her  attempts 
to  g^ve  these  children  new  opportimities,  and 
tharJtfully,  completely  unapologetic  The  result 
is  a  kind  of 'aesthetic  humanitarianism'  (or  "hu- 
manitarian aesthetic'), 

...Continued  on  Page  19 


Growing  Up  Alone 
Marc    Saint-Cyr    says  Kore-eda 
Hirokazu's  new  drama,  Nobody  Knows, 
is  stunning 


Many  students  already  know  about  the 
difficulties  of  living  on  their  own.  But  what  if 
you  had  no  income  and  were  responsible  for 
your  three  younger  siblings  as  well?  Based  on 
true  events,  Nobody  Knott's  revolves  around  a 
family  of  four  children  who  have  to  fend  for 
themselves  after  their  mother  abandons  them. 
The  burden  of 
responsibility 
falls  upon  their 
brother,  12  year- 
old  Akira  (new- 
comer Yuya 
Yagira  in  an 
award-winning 
performance), 
who  must  feed 
and  teach  his  sib- 
lings, carefully 
manage  their  lim- 
ited amount  of 
money,  and  keep 
their  secret  safe 
from  the  land- 
lords. One  of  this 
film's  main 
themes  is  the 
simple  delight  of 

being  a  child.  Time  is  treated  differendy  in  this 
film  -  the  story  doesn't  plod  onwards  as  a  se- 
ries of  plot  points,  but  flows  with  a  peaceful 
melody  The  entire  movie  unfolds  firofinhe 
children's  point-of-view  with  simplicity  and 


beauty  We  see  the  children  quietly  adapt  to  their 
new  lives  with  a  routine  of  home  schooling, 
chores,  and  playing.  As  more  and  more  time 
passes,  this  routine  deteriorates  into  a  struggle 
for  survival,  and  the  children's  hopes  of  ever 
seeing  their  mother  again  gradually  vanish.  This 
is  very  much  a  coming-of-age  film,  especially  in 
the  case  of  Akira, 
who  deals  with 
first  love,  puberty, 
broken  friend- 
ships, and  taking 
care  of  his  sib- 
lings. The  emo- 
tion between 
Akira,  Saki  (his 
love  interest),  and 
Akira's  siblings  is 
powerful  and 
touching.  Anyone 
who  has  had  to 
baby-sit  their 
younger  siblings 
will  identify  with 
this  movie. 
So  if  you  ever  get 
the  chance  to  see 
this  movie,  do 
yourself  a  favor,  forget  the  big-budget  special- 
effects  laden  action  movie  you  had  your  eye  on 
(*coughl*  *Alone  in  the  Dark!+  *cough!*)  and 
check  out  this  refreshing  drama  instead.  You 
won't  be  disappointed.  9/10. 


Innis  ^f^^d 


The  Grizzled  Gunslinger  vs.  The  High-Flying  Underdog 
Marc  Saint-Cyr  highlights  memorable  moments  from  the  77''" 


Chris  Rock:  An  Awards  Show  with  Bite 

There  are  many  mixed  reactions  to 
Chris  Rock's  performance  of  hosting  the  Os- 
cars this  year.  Personally,  I  liked  him.  He  man- 
aged to  keep  the  show  together  without  mak- 
ing it  too  siliy,  as  some  hosts  have  done  in  the 
past.  In  fact,  he  had  a  wicked  sense  of  humor, 
and  took  shuts  at  everyone  in  the  Hollywood 
crowd,  from  Michael  Moore  to  Tobey  Maguire 
to  himself.  Some  people  may  complain  that  he 
was  too  harsh,  but  c'mon:  I  remember  Billy 
Crystal  and  Steve  Martin  being  just  as  merciless 
with  their  routines  in  past  Oscar  shows,  if  not 
more  so.  And  I  hope  they  have  Mr.  Rock  back 
for  future  Oscar  ceremonies.  I'll  take  sharp-wit- 
ted humor  to  fluffed-up,  play-it-safe  cheesiness 
any  day  {are  you  listening,  David  Letterman  and 
Whoopi  Goldberg?). 

Go  Spain  Go! 

It  looks  like 
2ft''as  a  good  year  for 
Spanish  film,  as  The  Sea 
Inside  walked  away  with 
the  Best  Foreign  Lan- 
guage Film  award.  More 
fun  to  watch,  however, 
was  the  song  "AJ  Otro 
Lado  Del  Rd"  (from 
The  Motorcycle  Diaries) 

win  for  Best  Song.  It's  hard  to  say  which  part 
was  better,  though;  hearing  songwriter  Jorge 
Drexler  sing  his  acceptance  speech  in  Spanish, 
or  watching  Carlos  Santana  and  Antonio 
Banderas'  one  musical  performance  smoke 


Beyonce's  three  like  a  trio  of  cheap  cigarettes. 

The  Angriest  Man  in  Hollywood 
It  was  bad  enough  that 
Sean  Penn  stole  Bill  Murray's  Os- 
car last  year,  yet  everyone's  favor- 
ite grouchy  bastard  just  had  to 
ruin  the  atmosphere  of  this  year's 
show  by  sulkily  snapping  back  at 
Chris  Rock  over  a  joke  aboutjude 
Law.  Okay  Mr.  Penn,  it's  a  nice 
gesture  to  stick  up  for  your  co- 
star  and  everything,  but  jeez!  I 
think  Jude  Law  can  take  a  joke, 
and  all  of  Rock's  other  targets 
seemed  to. . .  so  why  can't  you? 

Indie  Power 

Every  Oscar  season, 
I  always  find  myself  rooting 
for  a  special  kind  of  movie. 
6ti  know  the  kind  I'm  talk- 
ing about.  They're  those  hip, 
art)',  and  often  quirky  films 
that  earned  nominations  ifi 
the  Best  Picture,  Director,  and 
Actor/Actress  categories  (of- 
ten in  both),  but  only  ever 
have  a  winning  chance  in  the 
best  Screenplay  cat^ory.  My  fa- 
vorite example  is  199%  Pulp  Fiction.  In  2^ 
it  was  Losfin  Translation.  This  year.  Sideways  and 
Eternal  Sunshine  of  the  Spotkss  Mind  e  ntered  this 
family  of  too-cool-for-Academy  films.  When 
it  comes  to  this  indie-film  spirit,  its  essence  was 


perfecdy  captured  in  Sideivqys  writer  Alexander 
Payne's  acceptance  speech,  where  he  dianked  Fox 
Searchlight  for  complete  cre- 
ative freedom,  three  words 
seldom  heard  in  Hollj'wood 
these  days.  However,  the 
highlight  of  the  evening  was 
when  Charlie  Kaufinan,  the 
twice-snubbed  kingof  eccen- 
tric screenwriting,  received  his 
Oscar  for  Eternal  Sunshine.  A 
great  film  got  the  recognition 
it  deserved  and  a  great  man 
was  recognized  for  his  fresh 
and  original  talent  'nuff  said. 

The  Big  Disappointment  of 

the  Evening 

When  Clint  East\^-ood's  name  was  called 
for  the  Best  Director,  I  was  one 
of  the  viewers  who  started 
jumping  up  and  down  scream- 
ing, "Scorsese  was  robbed/  Scorsese 
was  robbed!'  I  hadn't  lost  any 
money  betting  on  him  in  any 
Oscar  pools,  but  that  was  only 
because  my  friends  and  1  were 
in  agreement  that  Scorsese 
would  win.  Alas,  it  was  not  to 
be.  But  there  if  a  radonal  way 
of  looking  at  this  seemingly 
corrupt  madness.  Two  of 
them,  actually: 

a)  Clintmost likely  lil'ii'doabet- 
ter  job  of  directing  Million  Dol- 


Academy  Awards 

larBalry  dian  Martin  Scorsese  did  for  The  Avia- 
tor. True,  a  tremendous  amount  of  effort  went 
into  The  Aviator,  and  it  is  a  fantastic  film.  But 
when  one  considers  that  ClintEastwood  acted, 
produced,  directed,  flwi/ composed  the  score  for 
his  movie,  one  can  see  where  the  Academy  is 
coming  from. 

b)  There  is  a  very  strong  chance  that  Martin 
Scorsese  w^tfget  his  Oscar  dues  in  the  fijture. .  .the 
only  question  is  whether  it  will  be  for  a  film,  or 
for  his  entire  body  of  work.  After  all,  Oscar  has 
a  notorious  history  of  being  unkind  to  some 
of  the  greatest  cinematic  auteurs  in  liistory. 
Alfred  Hitchcock,  Orson  Welles.  Stanley 
Kubrick. ..none  of  these  film  giants  ever  re- 
ceived an  Oscar  for  their  directing  achievements 
on  a  particular  film.  It  is  a  very  real  possibility 
that  Scorsese  will  become  one  of  these  figures, 
acknowledged  for  his  legacy  in  cinema  history 
(as  Hitchcock  and  Akira 
Kurosawa  were  with 
the  Irving  G.  Thalberg 
Memorial  Award  and 
Honorar}'  Award,  re- 
spectively) radier  than  a 
singular  achievement. 
Then  again,  there  is  still 
a  hope  that  Scorsese's 
next  fdm  (The  Departed, 
a  crime-thriller  starting 
Leonardo  DiCaprio  and 
Jack  Nicholson)  will 
prompt  Academy  vot- 
ers to  loosen  up  and  fi- 
nally give  Marty  some 
Oscar  love. 


Be  Cool  Just  Isn't 
Peter  Knegt  issues  a  warning 


From  its  opening  sequence,  fueled  by 
supposed  "tongue-in-cheek"  jokes  about  the 
film's  chanicier's  own  hatred  of  sequels,  one 
is  aware  that  Be  Coal  is  go- 
ioL!  to  be  anything  but.  In 
(act,  F.  Gary  Gray's  sequel  to 
I995\  clever  and  enlerlain- 
ing  Gel  Shorn-  is  an  unrea- 
sonable mess,  and  an  early 
candidate  for  the  worst  film 
of2005. 

The  only  si^ificant 
remnant  of  its  predecessor  is 
John  Travolta's  eharaclcr. 
Chilli  Palmer,  an  ex-loan  sliark 
who  is  fed  up  wiih  the  Him 
industry  and  decides  to  take 
a  stab  at  mtisic.  He  teams  up 
with  Edie  (Uma  Thunnan),  a 
record  executive  and  former 
"laiindry  girl"  forAerosinith, 
to  laimch  the  career  of  Linda  Moon  (Chris- 
tina Milian).  Unfommately,  Chilli  still  has  his 


fair  share  of  enemies,  a  wide  array  ofi 
gootbails  played  by  Cedric  the  Entertainer,;? 
The  Rdck,  llaney  Keitel,  Vinee  Vaughn,^^ 
and  Outkasi's  Andre  3000, 
among  others. 
Be  Cool  attempts  parody, 
but  generally  what  results  is 
what  feels  like  an  extra-long, 
extra-bad  Saturday  Night  Live 
sketch,  complete  with  numer- 
ous iiomophobic  and  racist 
jokes,  \\\ hard  to  believe  why 
respectable  actors  like 
Thunnan  or  Kietel  would  sue- 
etimb  to  these  levels,  and 
even  John  Travoha  could  do 
better.  Some  of  the  sequences 
are  downright  horrifying, 
specifically  an  attempt  at  re- 
creating Pulp  Ficlion^  infa- 
mous Travoita-Thurman 
dance  sequence  at  a  Black  Eyed  Peas  con- 
cert. Please,  don't  Be  Cool. 


Who  Says  VMS  is  Dead? 
Marc  Saint-Cyr  reviews  Rings 


If  you  liked  the  first  King  movie, 
;  chances  art;  ynu'U  like  this  16-minute  short 
S.-.61m  found  on  die  2-disc  special  edition  of 
<f  re\'ohTS 
[of  spaced- 
Swho  w:int 
piand  the 
ape  phe- 
^as  intro- 
t  film.  To 
h  watch  die 
videotape,  then  sec  how 
long  diey  can  last  before  get- 
ting someone  else  to  watcli 
It,  thus  saving  themselves 
from  dying  within  a  week. 

Tills  i-i  a  iie-ir  lirrtc  flick  diat  will  >;;njsfv 
horror  movie  butts  and  hms  of  the  first  R/k;; 
nio\ne  alike.  There  are  plcnt}-  of  jump-in- 


your-seat  moments;  a  B/tj/rlFz/i-A-style  docu- 
menian  foci  to  ic;  tlit  same  dark,  surreal  :im- 
biencc  from  Hie  first  movit;  and  even  a  few 
cuol  visual  effects  tricks.  It 
was  also  interesting  to  see  a 
whole  other  ston'line  that 
goes  into  an  intemct  cult  fol- 
Inwingof  die  videotape  leg- 
end. The  actors  hold  their 
own  as  the  awe-struck  teen- 
agers .uui  vwcnty-some- 
thiniL,-.  wliM  i.\pi,ire  die  ter- 
rt  ir  ( 'f  iliu  RiriLi  (must  nota- 
bly ibt  male  lead,  Ryan 
Mcrnman,  who  does  his 
i-K^r  lo  .cc  Ins  end  of  die 
rhr..ui;hi.  Ml  in  .ill.  this  is  a 
ick  li.x  before  'Hm-  Kjng2hiti 
theatres  on  Match  I W*'. 


d,irc  all  rl-K  x-. 
creepily  gtKid 
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Ir^j^^Herald 


Television:  Friend,  Mother,  Secret  Lover 
Erin  Rodgers  writes  a  new  T.V.  guide 


Due  to  recent  illness,  1  have  bad  a  brief,  but  intense 
schooling  in  the  ways  of  daytime  television.  I  was  too  sick  to  go 
anjTvhere  and  was  having  trouble  sleeping.  Therefore,  I  found 
myself  unable  to  do  anything  but  passively  watch  hours  of 
mi  nd-  numbing 
entertainment 
geared  to  bored 
housewives  and,  if 
I  have  judged  cor- 
rectly, the  criminally 
insane.  You  learn  a 
lot  stuck  inside  the 
house.  Unfortu- 
nately, I  felt  so 
guilt)'  for  being  in- 
active for  a  week 
that  I  found  my- 
self slipping  into  a 
shame  spiral. 
Dammit,  all  that 
T.V  got  to  me! 

Okay,  perhaps  I  can  protect  the  few  remaining  brain  cells 
that  survived  this  onslaught.  Hopefully,  this  will  be  a  way  to 
ease  my  brain  back  into  ordinary  use.  I  fear  if  I  do  not  make  this 
attempt  then  I  will  become  one  of  those  poor  unfortunates 
who  have  given  up  all  human  interacdon,  and  instead,  sit  around 
all  day  yelling  "Oh  no  you  di-n't!"  at  their  television  sets.  There- 
fore, 1  present  you  with  my  guide  to  television. 

The  View: 

Fascinating,  if  only  for  its  apparent  insights  into  the 
how  television  executives  imagine  modem  American  woman- 
hood. Today's  woman  can  be  anything  she  wants,  be  that  a  self- 
ob.sessed  ibrmer  lawyer,  a  sweet-but-bland  mother,  or  a  remark- 
ably unfunny  comic  whose  main  contributions  appear  to  be 
wildly  inappropriate  comments  about  her  own  divorce  and  the 
accompan)Tng  awkward  silences.  Oh,  and  there's  a  young  one. 
Her  contribution  is  being  young,  and  usually,  dumb  as  a  rock. 


Congratulations  American  feminists!  Aren't  you  proud  of  what 
all  your  hard  work  has  wrought?  Okay,  there  is  still  a  glass  ceiling, 
but  now  there's  also  a  show  where  a  bunch  of  women  sit  around 
on  a  couch,  talk  about  boring  issues,  and  then  drool  over  male 
guests.  Gloria  Stcinem,  your  dream  of  the  recognition  of 
equality  of  the  sexes  has  come  true.  This  show  has  proven 
that  women  on  television  can  be  just  as  boring,  humourless 
and  pathetic  as  men. 

Maury  Povich: 

This  show  should  come  with  a  wami.ng  label:  'If  you 
experience  depression  do  not  watch  this  show  as  it  could  be 
hazardous  to  what  remains  of  your  belief  in  human  good- 
ness." This  is  just  one  of  many  shows  that  presents  itself  as 
helping  people,  and  instead,  only  serves  to  delight  the  -w-atcher 
by  parading  out  a  group  of  people  so  pathetic  that  you  can- 
not help  but  laugh  at  them.  That,  or  feel  suicidal  depres- 
sion— ^which  has  been 
warned  of  in  the  first 
sentence  of  this  para- 
graph— leaving  shows 
like  these  to  delight  the 
rest  of  us.  In  fact,  I  found 
these  shows  very  thera- 
peutic during  my  illness, 
I  felt  better  about  my 
own  problems.  It  was 
tme  that  there  was  school 
work  piling  up  that  I  was 
unable  to  do.  However, 
there  were  others  with  far 
worse  problems  than 
myself.  I  did  not  have  an 
]  1  -year-old  child  who  had 
engaged  in  sex  58  times, 

I  didn't  have  a  baby  that  weighed  50  pounds  and  I  am  almost 
positive  that  I  will  never  have  to  force  six  men  to  take  patemit)' 
tests  to  determine  who  my  child's  father  is — Carl  Weathers,  you 
are  as  smooth  as  molasses  and  twice  as  sweet. 


2005  Movie  Preview 

Peter  Knegt  looks  into  the  future 


In  my  opinion,  2004  was  a  year  to  be  excited  about  mov- 
ies. Though  there  was  the  usual  batch  of  glossy,  overdy  com- 
mercial crap,  there  was  enough  origjnality  and  creativity  out  there 
to  sustain  any  cinema  buff.  All  those  year-end  articles  highlight- 
ing the  unprecedented 
success  of  The  Passion  of 
/be  Christ  and  Fahrenheil 
9/11  seemed  to  miss  the 
point.  Sure,  their  finan- 
cial glory  will  forever 
have  their  place  in  Hol- 
lywood history,  but 
there  were  so  many 
other  great  films  that 
deserved  more  atten- 
tion. 

Eterva/  Sumhitie 
of  the  Spotless  Mind,  for 
example,    was  my 
fiivourite  film  of  2004. 
It  had  humor,  depth, 
and  a  unique  cincrnatic 
energy.  And  the  fact  it 
employed  some  of  Hollywood's  biggest  names  somehow  made 
it  even  more  admirable.  Without  getting  into 
much  detail,  I  felt  similar  admiration  for  Side- 
^  O  re  Sunset,  Kill  hill  Vol  2,  had  Education. 

M  Closer,  and  numerous  others  (to  varying  degrees, 

of  course).  And  as  I  await  the  typically  horrific 


winter  releases  to 
quickly  come  and  go 
from  theatres  {eg.yin 
We  There  Yet?, 
Elekird),  I  offer  a  pre- 
view to  10  films  that 
potentially  could  be- 
come what  will  make 
me  (and  you!)  excited 
in  2005.  " 


MELINDA 


10.  Cinderella  Mam  I've  never  particularly  enjoyed  Ron  Howard. 
His  recent  films  seem  generallj'  overrated  {A  Beautiful  Mind)  or 
downright  horrible  {The  Gritich).  And  Russell  Crowe  has  an- 
noyed me  since  Gladiator,  despite  my  sincere  appreciation  of  his 
earlier  work.  So,  why,  you  ask,  am  1  including  their  latest  collabo- 
ration in  this  list?  Well,  it's  quite  simple.  I'm  in  it.  I  spent  one 
day  on  the  set  of  this  film  as  "Fight  Fan  #16".  Mind  you,  I  did 
quit  after  one  day  of  work  and  most  likely  will  be  absent  from 
the  final  cut  of  the  film,  but  my  sentimental  relationship  with 
this  film  (it's  about  a  boxer,  apparendy)  remains.  (Expected  re- 
lease date:  July) 

9.  Melinda  and Melinda:  For  years,  people  have  been  saying  that 
[insert  film  here]  will  be  Woody  Allen's  comeback  film.  So  why 
does  the  fact  that  they're  saying  it  again  persuade  me  to  believe  iti" 
Two  words:  Will  Ferrell.  (March) 

8.  Ren/;  I  love  this  musical.  And  though  I'm  wary  of  barely 


I  see  shows  like  "Maury"  as  providing  a  public  service. 
They  give  badly  coifed  personal  injury  lawyers  a  chance  to  offer 
their  services  to  decent,  hardworking  Americans.  They  will  also 
provide  the  chil- 
dren who  appear 
on  the  show 
taped  evidence 
that  tlie)' can  pro- 
vide in  court  tri- 
als in  eighteen 
years.  Perhaps 
the  series  of 
poorly  planned 
convenience 
store  robberies 
will  make  more 
sense  in  the  con- 
text of  the  very 
special  episode  "Maury,  I  know  #88  is  the  father". 

Dr.  PhU: 

So  much  has  been  written  about  Dr.  Phil  that  I  have 
only  a  few  things  to  add.  If  therapy  involves  spouting  cute 
home-spun  wisdom  and  yelling  at  people,  then  Dr.  Phil  is  bril- 
liant. However,  it  does  not.  Dr.  Phil  is  an  egomaniacal,  spank- 
ing-obsessed, cave-troll  who  believes  in  nothing  more  strongly 
than  "family  values"  and  his  own  infallibility. 

Also,  and  maybe  I'm  ruffling  a  few  feathers  here.  Dr. 
Phil  is  too  heavy  to  be  giving  out  weight-loss  advice.  I  remem- 
ber catching  part  of  a  show  in  which  he  described  telling  his  wife 
she  had  to  lose  some  weight.  Now  if  a  man  who  is  clearly  a  tittle 
overweight  himself  ordered  me  to  lose  weight  I  would  either  (a) 
kill  him  (b)  divorce  him,  or  (c)  let  out  a  heartj'  laugh  after  ex- 
claiming '"Sure,  after  you  tubby."  Apparendy  his  wife  chose  an 
entirely  different  route,  listening  to  him  drone  on  while  pictur- 
ing the  millions  of  dollars  he  is  likely  worth. 

Perhaps,  what  I  can  learn  from  this  show  is  that  some- 
times it  is  better  to  keep  your  mouth  shut  and  then  carefully 
ftmnel  millions  of  your  obnoxious  husband's  money  into  an 
untraceable  account  in  the  Cayman  Islands  and  then  suddenly 
cUsappear  one  day.  Or  at  least  I  hope  to  God  that's  what  her  plan 


credible  directors  taking  on  these  projects  (Joel  Schumacher,  I'm 
staring  in  your  direction),  I'm  remaining  optimistic.  Chris  Co- 
lumbus has  done  okay  work,  and  his  decision  to  keep  the  major- 
ity of  the  original  Broadway  cast  in  the  film  was  a  respectfully 
ballsy  one.  And  it's  hard  to  mess  something  up  that's  already  so 
good.  (December) 

7.  Jn  Her  Shoes:  As  a  closeted  sucker  for  a  really  good  chick  flick, 
I'm  thinking  Curtis  Hanson's  latest  has  potential  to  be  a  great 
one.  Adapted  from  a  wonderful  novel  and  starring  Cameron 
Diaz,  Toni  Collette  and  Shirley  MacLaine,  Shoes  should  mark  a 
distinct  change  of  pace  for  the  former  8  Mile  director.  QxAy) 

6.  KingKong.  Peter  Jackson  remakes  the  already  three-times  re- 
made classic  It  stars  Jack  Black,  Naomi  Watts  and  Adrien  Brody. 
...Continued  on  Page  1 9 


Innis  Jj^j-ald 


2005  Movie  Preview 

...Contmued  from  Page  18 

I  understand  it  could  be  a  massive  disappointment.  Bui  it's 
hard  to  ignore  its  potential.(December) 

5,  Batman  Begins:  Speaking  of  potendal  disappointments,  is  there 
a  film  with  greater  expectations  than  this?  It's  a  great  comic 
book  adapted  by  a  potentially  great  director  (Chnstopher  Nolan 
of  Mmaito)  with  an  incredible  cast  (Christian  Bale,  Morgan  Free- 
man, Liam  Neeson,  Michael  Caine).  Take  that,joel  Schumacher. 
Oune) 

4.  Tim  Btirion's  The  Corpse  Bride:  The  original  Batman,  Helmer's 
other  2005  release,  Charlie  and  the  Chocolate  Factory^  is  getting  all 
the  attention,  but  it's  this  flick,  filmed  in  stop-motion  anima- 
tion a  la  Burton's  19  classic  The  Nightmare  Before  Christmas, 
that's  got  me  excited.  (November) 


3.  A  Scanner  Darkly:  Adapting  the  Philip  K.  Dick  novel, 
wunderkind  Richard  Linklater  mixes  Waking  Life  st>4e  anima- 
tion and  live  action  footage  to  hopefully  create  what  could  po- 
tentially be  a  sci-fi  classic  (about  drug  addiction  and  schizophre- 
nia no  less!}.  More  over,  the  film  stars  Keanu  Reeves,  Robert 
Downey  Jr,  and  Winona  Ryder  (apparendy  Linklater  wanted 
actors  who  actually  had  experience  with  drug  abuse  4'm  being 
serious).  (Fall) 

2.  TheFoiintain:  From  a  director  that  could  probably  give  Linklater 
a  pointer  or  two  regarding  films  about  drug  addiction,  Keqiiiem 
For  A  Dreary's  Darren  Aronofsky  finally  puts  out  his  follow-up 
to  2000's  cult  classic.  Starring  Hugh  Jackman,  Ellen  Burstyn  and 
Rachel  Weisz,  Fountain  is  one  of  those  parallel-multiple  storyline 
films,  and  though  I'm  slightiy  worried  the  film's  delay  might  be 
suggestive  of  Aronofsky's  one  hit  wonder  potential,  I'm  still 


really  excited.  (November) 

1 ,  Brokeback  Mountain:  I  won't  believe  it  until  I  see  it.  Ang  Lee 
directs  Heath  Ledger  and  Jake  Gyllenhaal  in  a  love  story  about 
gay  cowboys.  If  there  isn't  at  least  a  makeout  sequence,  I  will 
NOT  be  impressed.  (November) 


Shooting  the  Neighbourhood:  Born  into  Brothels 

...Continued  from  Page  16 


where  Briski  expresses  her  own  desire  and  efforts  in  allowing 
the  children  their  own  means  to  express  themselves.  As  far  as  I 
can  tell  she  is  adequate  in  not  enforcing  her  own  opinions  on 
how  they  should  use  the  camera  (there's  a  humorous  sequence 
where  one  child  accidentally  ends  up  with  a  whole  role  of  blank 
photographs),  and  her  patience  with  them  yields  spectacular 
results  -while  their  photography  isn't  groundbreaking  bv  any 
means,  it  has  a  feeling  of  authenticity  tiiat  would  be  incredibly 
difficult  for  an  outsider  to  replicate. 

At  die  Siune  rime  Briski  works  to  get  die  children  out 
of  the  neighbourhood,  facing  the  difficulty  of  allou-ing  one 
child  to  fly  to  Amsterdam  to  participate  in  an  international  art 
show,  and  the  arduous  process  of  getting  them  into  schools 


where  they  can  ftirther  their  artistic  careers.  Most  of  diese  schools 
won't  take  die  tdds  solely  because  diey  come  from  the  Red 
Light  District,  and  even  more  tragically  some  of  their  families 
will  not  allow  thcni  to  leave  under  any  circumstances;  depend- 
ing on  them  for  future  income.  The  reactions  ro  the  cameras 
(both  the  documentarians'  and  the  childcens'  still  cameras)  is 
difficult  to  generalize,  but  it  appears  that  many  residents  are 
uncooperative  or  even  hostile  towards  their  presence.  It's  a 
more  confusing  aspect  of  the  film  that  the  neighbourhood  is 
never  given  die  benefit  of  full  perspective.  Of  course,  you 
always  show  some  aspects  at  die  cost  f)t  others,  and  it  is  clear 
that  Briski  and  Kauffrnan  have  chosen  to  focus  almost  entirely 
on  the  children,  and  their  perspective  on  their  tn\-ironm<;nt  is 


usually  the  only  one  we're  given.  There's  very  litde  active  voice- 
over  or  interviewing  in  the  film,  and  most  of  what  we  see  is 
Briski's  interaction  uith  the  children. 

Bom  into  Brothels  is  a  solid  effort  for  first  rime  filmmak- 
ers, and  its  almost  impressionistic  mLX  of  fast-paced  cinema- 
tography, straightforward  vcriteand  the  cbildrens'  still  pho- 
tography, gi\'es  it  a  stylistic  rh)Tlim  which  allows  the  viewer 
never  to  lose  interest  Combining  artistic  flourish,  functional 
humanitarianism,  journalistic  expospand  inspiring  human 
drama.  Brothels  may  be  the  best  of  die  nominees  tor  tht  Docu- 
mentan'  Oscar  diis  year. 


We  wish  to  extend  sincere  thanks  to  our  gradu- 
ating Executive  members  and  Staff  Writers,  espe- 
cially our  Editors-in-Chief  for  their  leadership  and 
vision.  Good  luck  in  all  your  future  endeavours. 
Thanks  also  to  everyone  who  contributed  to  the  Her- 
ald this  year.  Good  luck  with  exams  and  have  a  safe 
and  happy  summer. 


The  Universit>'  of  Toronto  Second  Annual 

Sustainable  Energy  Fair 

King's  College  Road  or  Medical  Science  Building* 
University  of  Toronto,  SL  George  Campus 
Wednesday,  March  30th,  2005 
1  lam  to  Gpm 

*Rain  location 

*  come  see  what  students,  businesses  and  the  ounmunify 
are  doing  to  develop  and  promote  sustainable  energy* 

*leam  how  to  make  your  own  sustainable  energy  choices* 

http://www.ele.utoronto.ca/  sef  / 
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